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TO    HIS    GRACE 

WILLIAM  DUKE  of  DEVONSHIRE, 

Lord  Chamberlain  of  his  Majefty's  Houfhold. 

MY  LORD, 

THE  MINOR,  who  is  indebted  for  his  ap* 
pearance  on  the  ftage  to  your  Grace's  in- 
dulgence, begs  leave  to  defire  your  further  pro- 
tection, at  his  entering  into  the  world. 

Though  the  allegiance  due  from  the  whole  dra- 
matic people  to  your  Grace's  flation,  might  place 
this  addrefs  in  the  light  of  a  natural  tribute  -,  yet, 
my  Lord,  I  fhould  not  have  taken  that  liberty  with 
the  Duke  of  Devonfhire,  if  I  could  not  at  the  fame 
time,  plead  fome  little  utility  in  the  defign  of  my 
piece;  and  add,  that  the  public  approbation  has 
ftamped  a  value  on  the  execution* 

The  lawj  which  threw  the  ftage  under  the  ab* 
lolute  government  of  alord  chamberlain,  could  not 
fail  to  fill  the  minds  of  all  the  objects  of  that 
power  with  very  gloomy  apprehenfions;  they 
found  themfelves  (through  their  own  licentiouf- 
nefs,  it  muft  be  confefs'd)  in  a  more  precarious 
dependent  ftate,  than  any  other  of  his  Majefty's 
fubjects.  But  when  their  direction  was  lodged 
in  the  hands  of  a  nobleman,  whofe  anceftors  had 
fo  fuccefsfully  ftruggled  for  national  liberty,  they 
ceafed  to  fear  for  their  own.  It  was  not  from  a 
patron  of  the  liberal  arts  they  were  to  expect  an 
opprefibr  j  it  was  not  from  the  friend  of  freedom, 
and  of  man,  they  were  to  dread  partial  monopo- 
lies, or  the  eftablifhment  of  petty  tyrannies. 

The 


(    vi    ) 

Their  warmed  wifhes  are  accomplifhed ;  none 
of  their  rights  have  been  invaded,  except  what, 
without  the  firft  poetic  authority,  I  fhould  not 
venture  to  call  a  right,  the  Jus  Nocendi. 

Your  tendernefs,  my  Lord,  for  all  the  followers 
of  the  Mufes,  has  been  in  no  inftance  more  con- 
fpicuous,  than  in  your  late  favour  to  me,  the 
meaneft  of  their  train;  your  Grace  has  thrown 
open  (for  thofe  who  are  denied  admittance  into 
the  palaces  of  ParnafTus)  a  cottage  on  its  borders, 
where  the  unhappy  migrants  may  be,  if  not  mag- 
nificently, at  lealt,  hofpitably  entertained. 

I  fhall  detain  your  Grace  no  longer,  than  juft  to 
echo  the  public  voice,  tfm,  -for  the  honour, 
progrefs,  and  perfection  of  letters,  your  Grace 
may  long  continue  their  candid  CENSOR,  who  have 
always  been  their  generous  protector. 

1  have  the  honour,  my  Lord,  to  be,  with  the 
greateft  refpedt,  and  gratitude, 

Your  Grace's  mod  dutiful, 
moft  obliged, 

and  obedient  Servant, 


Ettffirc,  SAMUEL    FOOTE. 

July  8,  1760. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Enter  Canker  and  Smart. 

Smart. 

BUT  are  you  fure  he  has  leave? 
Cank.  Certain. 

Smart.  Tarn  damnrd  glad  on't.     For  now 
we  fhall  have  a  laugh  either  with  him,  or  at 
him,  it  does  not  fignify  which. 
Cank.  Not  a  farthing. 
Smart.  D'you  know  his  fcheme  ? 
Cank.  Not  I.     But  is  not  the  door  of  the 
Little  Theatre  open  ? 

B  4  Smart. 
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Smart.  Yes.  Who  is  that  fellow  that 
feems  to  ftand  cent-y  there  ? 

Cank.  By  his  tatter'd  garb  and  meagre 
vifage,  he  mutt  be4  one  of  the  troop. 

Smart.  I'll  call  him.     Holo,   Mr. 

Enter  Pearfe. 

What,  is  there  any  thing  going  on  over 
the  way  ? 

Pear.  A  rehearfal. 

Smart.  Of  what? 

Pear.  A  new  piece* 

Smart.  Foote's? 

Pear.  Yes. 

Cank.  Is  he  there? 

Pear.  He  is. 

Smart.  Zounds,  let's  go  and  fee  what  he 
about. 

Cank.  With  all  my  hesrt.     " 

Smart.  Come  along  then.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Foote  and  an  Actor. 

Fcote.  Sir,  this  will  never  do?  you  muft 
get  rid  of  your  high  notes,  and  country  cant. 
Oh,  'tis  the  true  flrolling. — • 

Enter  Smart  and  Canker. 

Smart.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  what,  hard  at  it,  my 

boy! Here's  your  old  friend  Canker  and 

I  come 
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I  come  for  a  peep.     Well,  and  hey,  what  is 
your  plan  ? 

Foote.  Plan? 

Smart.  Ay,  what  are  your  characters  ? 
Give  us  your  groupe;  how  is  your  cloth 
fill'd  ? 

Foote.  Characters! 

Smart.  Ay.— Come,  come,  communicate. 
What,,  man,  we  will  lend  thee  a  lift.  I  have 
a  damn'd  fine  original  for  thee,  an  aunt  of 
my  own,  juft  come  from  the  North,  with 
the  true  Newcaftle  bur  in  her  throat;  and  a 
nofe  and  a  chin. — I  am  afraid  me  is  not  well 
enough  known :  but  I  have  a  remedy  for 
that.  I'll  bring  her  the  firft  night  of  your 
piece,  place  her  in  a  confpicuous  ftation, 
and  whifper  the  fecret  to  the  whole  houfe. 
That  will  be  damn'd  fine,  won't  it? 

Foote.  Oh,  delicious  ! 

Smart.  But  don't  name  me.  For  if  me 
fmokes  me  for  the  author,  I  mall  be  dafh'd 
out  of  her  codicil  in  a  hurry. 

Foote.  Oh,  never  fear'  me.  But  I  fhou'd 
think  your  uncle  Tom  a  better  character. 

Smart.  What,  the  politician  ? 

Foote.  Aye;  that  every  day,  after  dinner, 
as  ibon  as  he  cloth  is  remov'd,  fights  the 
battle  of  Minrlen,  batters  the  French  with 
cherry-ftones,  and  purfues  'em  to  the  banks 
of  the  Rhine  in  a  ftream  of  fpilt  port. 

Smart.  Oh,  damn  it,  he'll  do. 

•  Foote. 
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Foote.  Or  what  fay  you  to  your  father-in- 
law,  Sir  Timothy?  who,  tho'  as  broken- 
winded  as  a  Hounflow  poft-horfe,  is  eter- 
nally chaunting  Venetian  ballads.  Kata  tore 
cara  higlia. 

Smart.  Admirable!  by  heavens! — Have 
you  got  'em  ? 

Foote.  No. 

Smart.  Then  in  with  'em  my  boy. 

Foote.  Not  one. 

Smart.  Pr'ythee  why  not? 

Foote.  Why  look'e,  Smart,  tho'  you  are, 
in  the  language  of  the  world,  my  friend,  yet 
there  is  one  thing  you,  I  am  fure,  love  bet* 
ter  than  any  body. 

Smart.  What's  that  ? 

Foote.  Mifchief. 

Smart.  No,  pr'ythee— 

Foote.  How  now  am  I  fure  that  you, 
who  fo  readily  give  up  your  relations,  may 
not  have  fome  defign  upon  me  ? 

Sm,art.  I  don't  understand  you. 

Foote.  Why,  as  foon  as  my  chara&ers 
begin  to  circulate  a  little  fuccefsfully,  my 
mouth  is  ftopp'd  in  a  minute,  by  the  cla- 
mour of  your  relations, — . — Oh,  damme, — - 

'tis  a  mame, — it  mould  not  be, people 

of  diftindion  brought  upon  the  ftage. — • 
And  fo  out  of  compliment  to  your  coufins,  I 
am  to  be  beggar'd  for  treating  the  public 
with  the  follies  of  your  family,  at  your  own 
requeft. 

Smart* 
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Smart.  How  can  you  think  I  wou'd  be 
fuch  a  dog?  What  the  devil,  then,  are  we 
to  have  nothing  perfonal?  Give  us  the  aftors 
however. 

Foote.  Oh,  that's  ftale.  Befides,  1  think 
they  have,  of  all  men,  the  heft  right  to 
complain. 

Smart.  How  fo? 

Foote.  Becaufe,  by  rendering  them  ridi- 
culous in  their  profeffion,  you,  at  the  fame 
time,  injure  their  pockets.  Now  as  to  the 
other  gentry,  they  have  providentially  fome- 
thing  befides  their  understanding  to  rely  on; 
and  the  only  injury  they  can  receive  is,  that 
the  whole  town  is  then  diverted  with  what 
before,  was  only  the  amufement  of  private 
parties. 

Canker.  Give  us  then  a  national  portrait: 
a  Scotchman  or  an  Irishman. 

Foote.  If  you  mean  merely  the  dialect  of 
the  two  countries,  I  can't  think  it  either  a 
fubject  of  iatire  or  humour;  it  is  an  acciden- 
tal unhappinefs,  for  which  a  man  is  no  more 
accountable,  than  the  colour  of  his  hair. 
Now  affe&ation  I  take  to  be  the  true  comic 
objccl.  If,  indeed,  a  North  Briton,  ftruck 
with  a  fcheme  of  reformation,  fbould  ad- 
vance from  the  banks  of  the  Tweed,  to 
teach  the  Englifh  the  true  pronunciation  of 
their  own  language,  he  would,  I  think, 
merit  your  laughter:  nor  would  a  Dublin 
mechanic,  who,  from  heading  the  Liberty- 
boys 
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boys  in  a  fkirmifli  on  Ormond  Quay,  mould 
think  he  had  a  right  to  prescribe  military 
laws  to  the  firft  commander  in  Europe,  be  a 
lefs  ridiculous  object. 

Smart.  Are  there  fuch  ? 

Foofe.  If  you  mean  that  the  blunders  of  a 
few  peafants,  or  the  partial  principles  of  a 
fingle  fcoundrcl,  are  to  ftand  as  characterifti- 
cal  marks  of  a  whole  country;  your  pride 
may  produce  a  laugh,  but,  believe  me,  it  is 
at  the  expence  of  your  understanding. 

Canker.  Heydey,  what  a  fyftem  is  here ! 
Laws  for  laughing !  And  pray,  fage  Sir,  in- 
ftruct  us  when  we  may  laugh  with  pro- 
priety ? 

Foofe.  At  an  old  beau,  a  fuperannuated 
beauty,  a  military  coward,  a  fluttering  ora- 
tor, or  a  gouty  dancer.  In  fhort,  whoever 
affects  to  be  what  he  is  not,  or  ftrives  to  be 
what  he  cannot,  is  an  object  worthy  the 
poet's  pen,  and  your  mirth. 

Smart.  Pma,  I  don't  know  what  you 
mean  by  your  is  nots,  and  cannots — damn'd 
abftrufe  jargon.  Ha,  Canker! 

Cank.  Well,  but  if  you  will  not  give  Us 
perfons,  let  us  Ijave  things.  Treat  us  with 
a  modern  amour,  and  a  flate  intrigue,  or  a—- 

Foofe.  And  fo  amufe  the  public  ear  at  the 
expence  of  private  peace.  You  muft  excufe 
me. 

Cank.  And  with  thefe  principles,  you  ex- 
pect to  thrive  on  this  fpot  ? 

Smart 
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Smart.  No,  no,  it  won't  do.  I  tell  thee 
the  plain  roaft  and  boil'd  of  the  theatres  will 
never  do  at  this  table.  We  muft  have  high 
feafon'd  ragouts,  and  rich  fauces. 

Foote.  Why,  perhaps,  by  wayofdefert, 
I  may  produce  fornething  that  may  hit  your 
palate. 

Smart.  Your  bill  of  fare  ? 

Eoote.  What  think  you  of  one  of  thofe 
itinerant  field  Orators,  who,  tho'  at  declar'd 
enmity  with  common  fenfe,  have  the  addrefs 
to  poifon  the  principles,  and  at  the  fame 
time  pick  the  pockets,  of  half  our  induftrious 
fellow  fubjeds  ? 

Cank.  Have  a  care.  Dangerous  ground^ 
Ludere  cum  facris,  you  know. 

Foote.  Now  I  look  upon  it  in  a  different 
manner.  '  I  confider  thefe  gentlemen  in  the 
light  of  public  performers,  like  myfelf  j  and 
whether  we  exhibit  at  Tottenham-court,  or 
the  Hay-market,  our  purpofe  is  the  fame, 
#nd  the  place  is  immaterial. 

Cank.  Why,  indeed  if  it  be  confidered— 

Foote.  Nay,  more,  I  muft  beg  leave  to  aflert, 
that  ridicule  is  the  only  antidote  againft  this 
pernicious  poifon.  This  is  a  madnefs  that 
argument  can  never  cure:  and  mould  a  little 
wholefome  feverity  be  applied,  periecution 
would  be  the  immediate  cry:  where  then 
..Can  we  have  recourfe,  but  to  the  comic 
jnufe?  Perhaps,  the  archnefs  and  feverity  of 

her 
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her  fmile  may  redrefs  an  evil,  that  the  laws 
cannot  reach,  or  reafon  reclaim. 

Cank.  Why,  if  it  does  not  cure  thofe  al- 
ready diftemper'd,  it  may  be  a  means  to 
/lop  the  infection. 

Smart,  But  how  is  your  fcheme  con- 
dueled  ? 

Foote.  Of  jhat  you  may  judge.  We  are 
juft  going  upon  a  repetition  of  the  piece.  I 
ihould  be  glad  to  have  your  opinion. 

Smart.  We  will  give  it  you. 

Foote.  One  indulgence :  As  you  are 
Englishmen,  I  think,  I  need  not  beg,  that 
as  from  neceffity  moft  of  my  performers  are 
new,  you  will  allow  for  their  inexperience, 
and  encourage  their  timidity. 

Smart.  But  reafonable. 

Foote.  Come,  then,  prompter,  begin. 

Pear.  Lord,  Sir,  we  are  all  at  a  ftand. 

Foote.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Pear.  Mrs.  O-Schohnefy  has  return'd 
the  part  of  the  baw'd ;  fhe  fays  me  is  a  gen- 
tlewoman, and  it  would  be  a  reflecti  onon 
her  family  to  do  any  fuch  thing! 

Focte.  Indeed. 

Pear.  If  it  had  been  only  a  whore,  fays 
fhe,  I  mould  not  have  minded  it;  becaufe 
no  lady  need  be  amamed  of  doing  that. 

Foote.  Well,  there  is  no  help  for  it ;  but 
thefc  gentlemen  rnuft  not  be  difappointed. 
.Well,  I'll  do  the  character  myfelf. 

ACT 
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ACT        I. 


Sir  William  Wealthy,  and  Mr.    Richard 
Wealthy. 

Sir  William. 

COME,  come,  brother,  I  know  the 
world.  People  who  have  their  atten- 
tion eternally  fixed  upon  one  object,  can't 
help  being  a  little  narrow  in  their  notions. 

R.  Weal.  A  fagacious  remark  that,  and 
highly  probable,  that  we  merchants,  who 
maintain  a  conftant  correfpondence  with  the 
four  quarters  of  the  world,  fhould  know 
lefs  of  it  than  your  fafhionable  fellows,  whofe 
whole  experience  is  bounded  by  Weftminfter- 
bridge. 

Sir  Will.  Nay,  brother,  as  a  proof  that  I 
am  not  blind  to  the  benefit  of  travelling, 
George,  you  know,  has  been  in  Germany 
thefe  four  years. 

R.  Weal.  Where  he  is  well  grounded  in 
gaming  and  gluttony;  France  has  furnifhed 
him  with  fawning  and  flattery ;  Italy  equip'd 
him  with  capriols  and  cantatas :  and  thus  ac- 

compli/h'd 
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cornplifli'd,  my  young  gentleman  is  return'd 
with  a  cargo  of  whores,  cooks,  valets  de 
cbambre,  and  fiddlefticks,  a  moft  valuable 
member  of  the  Britim  commonwealth. 

Sir  Will.  You  diflike  then  my  fyftem  of 
education  ? 

R.  Weal.  Moft  fmcerely. 

Sir  Witt.  The  whole  ? 

R.  Weal.  Every  particular. 

Sir  Will.  The  early  part,  I  fhould  ima» 
gine,  might  merit  your  approbation. 

R.  Weal.  Leaf*  of  all.  What,  I  fuppofe, 
becaufe  he  has  run  the  gauntlet  thro'  a  pub- 
lic fchool,  where,  at  fixteen,  he  had  prac- 
tis'd  more  vices  than  he  would  otherwife 
have  heard  of  at  %ty. 

Sir  Will.  Ha,  ha,  prejudice! 

R.  Weal.  Then,  indeed,  you  remov'd 
him  to  the  univerfityj  where,  left  his  mo- 
rals mould  be  mended,  and  his  underftand- 
ing  improv'4,  you  fairjy  fet  him  free  from 
the  restraint  of  the  one,  and  the  drudgery  of 
jhe  other,  by  the  privileg'd  didiriction  of  a 
filk  gown  and  a  velvet  cap. 

Sir  Willl  And  all  thefe  evils,  you  think, 
a  city  education  would  have  prevented? 

R-  W-eaL  DoubtJefs. Proverbs,  pro- 
verbs, brother  William,  convey  wholelome 
infttadion.  Idleneis  is  the  root  of  all  evil. 
Regular  hours,  conitant  employment,  and 
good  example,  can't  fail  to  form  the  mind. 
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Sir  Will.  Why  truly,  brother,  had  you 
ftuck  to  your  old  civic.vices,  hypocrify,  cou- 
zenage,  and  avarice,  I  don't  know,  whether 
I  might  not  have  committed  George,  to  your 
care";  but  you  cockneys  now  beat  us  fub~ 
u.rbians  at  our  own. weapons.  What,  old 
boy,  times  are  chang'd  fince  the  date  of  thy 
indentures ;  when  the  fleek,  crop-eared  pren- 
tice us'd  to  dangle  after  .his  miftrefs,  with 
the  great  bible  under  his  arm,  to  St,  Bride's, 
on  a  Sunday';  bring,  home  the  text,  repeat 
the  divilions  of  the  difcourfe,  dine  at  twelve, 
and  regale,  upon  a  gaudy  day,  with  buns 
and  beer  at  Iflington,  or  Mile-End. 

R.  Weal.  Wonderfully  facetious! 

Sir  WilL  Our  modern  lads  are  of  a  diffe- 
rent metal.  They  have  their  gaming  clubs- 
in  the  Garden,  their  little  lodgings,  the  fnug 
depofitories  of  their  rufty  fwords,  and  occa- 
fional  bag-wigs  j  their  horfes  for  the  turf ; 
ay,  and  their  commiffions  of  bankruptcy  too* 
before  they  are  well  out  of  their  time. 

R.  Weal.   Infamous  afperfion ! 

Sir  Will.  But  the  laft  meeting  at  New- 
market, lord  Lofty  receiv'd  at  the  hazard- 
table,  the  identical  note  from  the  individual 
taylor  to  whom  he  had  paid  it  but  the  day 
before,  for  a  new  fet  of  liveries. 

R.  Weal.  Invention! 

Sir  Will.  Thefe  are  anecdotes    you    will 

never  meet  with  in  your  weekly  travels  from 

C  Cateaton- 
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Cateaton-ftreet  to  your  boarded  box  in  Clap- 
ham,  brother. 

R.  Wealth.  And  yet  that  boarded  box,  as 
your  prodigal  fpendthrifrproceeds,  will  foon 
be  the  only  feat  of  the  family. 

Sir  Will.  May  be  not.  Who  knows  what 
a  reformation  our  project  may  produce! 

R.  Wealth.  I  do.     None  at  all. 

Sir  Will.  Why  fo? 

R.  Wealth.  Becaufe  your  means  are  ill- 
proportion'd  to  their  end.  Were  he  my  fon, 
I  would  ftrve  him 

Sir  Will.  As  you  have  done  your  daugh- 
ter. Difcard  him.  But  confider,  I  have 
but  one. 

R.  Wealth.  That  would  weigh  nothing 
with  me:  for,  was  Charlotte  to  let  up  a  will 
of  her  own,  and  rejedt  the  man  of  my  choice, 
{he  muft  expect  to  fhare  the  fate  of  her  fitter. 
I  confider  families  as  a  fmaller  kind  of  king- 
doms, and  would  have  difobedience  in  the 
one,  as  feverely  punifhed,  as  rebellion  in  the 
other.  Both  cut  off  from  their  refpective 
foci  ties 

Sir  Witt.  Poor  Lucy!  But  furely  you  be- 
gin to  relent.  Mayn't  I  intercede? 

R.  Weal.  Look'e,  brother,  you  know 
my  mind.  I  will  be  abfolute.  If  I  meddle 
with  the  management  of  your  fon,  it  is  at 
your  own  requeft;  but  if  directly  or  indi- 
rectly, you  interfere  with  my  banifhment  of 
that  wilful,  headftrong,  difobedient  huffy, 

all 
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all  ties  between  us  are  broke;  and  I  ftiall  no 
more  remember  you  as  a  brother,  than  I  do 
her  as  a  child. 

Sir  Will.  I  have  done.  But  to  return. 
You  think  there  is  a  probability  in  my  plan  ? 

R.  Weal  I  mall  attend  the  iffuei 

Sir  Will.  You  will  lend  your  aid,  how- 
ever ? 

R.  Weal.  We  mail  fee  how  you  go  on* 

'Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  A  letter,  fir. 

Sir  Will.  Oh,  from  Capias,  my  attorney* 
Who  brought  it  ? 

Serv.  The  perfon  is  without,  fin, 
Sir  Witt-.  Bid  him  wait.     [Reads.]  [Exit 

Serv. 

Worthy  Sir, 

The  bearer  is  the  perfon  1  promts' d  to  pro- 
cure.    I  thought  it  was  proper  for  you  to  ex- 
amine him  in  viva  voce.     So  if  you  adminifter  a 
few  interrogatories,  you   will  [find \    by   crofs- 
queflioning  him,  whether  he  is  a  competent  per- 
fon to  profecute  the  caufe  you  wot  of.     I  ivifh 
you  ajpeedy  ijj'ue:  and  as  there  can  be  no  default 
in  your  judgment,  am  of  opinion  it  Jhould  be  car- 
ried into  immediate  execution.     I  am, 
Worthy  Sir,  &c. 

TIMOTHY  CAPIAS. 
C  z  P.  S, 
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P.  S.  ne  party  s  Name  is  Samuel  Shift, 
He  is  an  admirable  mime,  or  mimic,  and  moft 
delectable  company ;  as  ive  experience  -every 
Tuefday  night  at  our  club,  the  Magpye  and 
Horfe-Jhoe>  Fetter-lane. 

Very  methodical  indeed,  Mr.  Capias  1  John. 

Enter  Servant. 

Bid  the  perfon  who  brought  this  Letter,  walk 
in.  [Exit  Serv.}  Have  you  any  curiofity, 
brother? 

R.  Weal.  Not  a  jot.  I  muft  to  the 
Change.  In  the  evening  you  may  find  me 
in  the  counting-houfe,  or  at  Jonathan's. 

[Exit  R.  Wealthy. 

Sir  Will.  You  {hall  hear  from  me. 

Enter  Shift  and  Servant. 

Shut  the  door,  John,  arid  remember,  I  am 
not  at  home.  [Exit  Serv.J  You  came  from 
Mr.  Capias? 

Shift.  I  did,  fir. 

Sir  Will.  Your  name,  I  think,  is  Shift  ? 

Shift.  It  is,  fir. 

Sir  Will.  Did  Mr.  Capias  drop  any  hint  of 
my  bus'nefs  with  ypu? 

Shift.  None.  He  only  faid,  with  his 
fpedacles  on  his  note,  and  his  hand  upon  his 
chin,  Sir  William  Wealthy  is  a  refpeftable 
perfonage,  and  my  client;  he  wants  to  re- 
tain 
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tain  you  in  a  certain  affair,  and  will  open  the 
cafe,  and  give  you  your  brief  himfelf:  if  you 
adhere  to  his  inftruclions,  and  carry  your 
caufe,  he  is  generous,  and  will  discharge 
your  bill  without  taxation. 

Sir  Will.  Ha!  ha!  my  friend  Capias  to  a 
hair !  Well,  fir,  this  is  no  bad  fpecirnen  of 
your  abilities.  But  fee  that  the  door  is  faft. 
Now,  fir,  you  are  to 

Shift.  A  moment's  paufe,  if  you  pleafe. 
You  rnuft  know,  Sir  William,  I  am  a  pro- 
digious admirer  of  forms.  Now  Mr.  Capias 
tells  me,  that  it  is  always  the  rule,  to  admi- 
niiter  a  retaining  fee  before  you  enter  upon 
the  merits. 

Sir  Will.  Oh,  fir,  I  beg  your  pardon ! 

Shift.  Not  that  I  queftion'd  your  genero- 
fity  ;  but  forms  you  know 
/  Sir  Will.  No  apology,  I  beg.  But  as  we 
are  to  have  a  clofer  connection,  it  may  not 
be  amifs,  by  way  of  introduction,  to  under- 
ftand  one  another  a  little.  Pray,  fir,  where 
was  you  born  ? 

Shift.  At  my  father's. 

Sir  Will.  Hum! And  what  was  he? 

Shift.  A  gentleman. 

Sir  Will.  What  was  you  bred? 

Shift.  A  gentleman. 

Sir  Will.  How  do  you  live? 

Shift.  Like  a  gentleman. 

Sir  Will.  Cou'd  nothing  induce  you  to  im- 
•bofom  yourfelf  ? 

C  3  Shift, 
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Shift.  Look'e,  Sir  William,  there  is  a 
kind  of  fomething  in  your  countenance,  a 
certain  opennefs  and  generofity,  a  je  ne  fcai 
quoi  in  your  manner,  that  1  will  unlock: 
You  mall  fee  me  all. 

Sir  Will.  You  will  oblige  me. 

Shift.  You  muft  know  then,  that  For- 
tune, which  frequently  delights  to  raife  the 
nobled  ftru&ures  from  the  iimplefl  founda- 
tions; who  from  a  taylor  made  a  pope,  from, 
*  gin-fhop  an  emprefs,  and  many  a  prime 
miniiler  from  nothing  at  all,  has  thought 
fit  to  raife  me  to  my  prefent  height,  from 
the  humble  employment  of  Light  your  Ho- 
nour  A  link  boy. 

Sir  Will.  A  pleafant  fellow.- Who. 

were  your  parents; 

$bift.  I  was  produced,  fir,  by  a  left- 
handed  marriage,  in  the  language  of  the 
news-papers,  between  an  illuitrious  lamp- 
lighter and  an  eminent  itinerant  cat  and 
dog  butcher. — Cat's  meat,  and  dog's  meat. 

1  dare  fay,  you  have  heard  my  mother, 

fir.  But  as  to  this  happy  pair  I  owe  little 
befides  iny  being,  I  (hall  drop  them  where 
they  dropt  me in  the  flreet. 

Sir  Will.  Proceed. 

SLijt.  My  firft  knowledge  of  the  world  I 
owe  to  a  fchoc\,  which  has  produced  many 
a  great  man  5  the  avenues  of  the  Play-houfe. 
There,  fir,  leaning  on  my  extinguish 'd  link, 
I  4earn'd  dexterity  from  pick-pockets,  con- 
nivance 
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nivance  from  conftables,  politics  and  famions 
from  footmen,  and  the  art  of  making  and 
breaking  a  promife,  from  their  matters. 
Here,  lirrah,  light  me  a-crofs  the  kennel. 

1  hope  your  honour  will  remember  poor 

Jack. Your  ragged  rafcal,  I  have  no  half- 
pence  I'll  pay  you  the  next  time  I  fee 

you— — But,  lack-a-day,  fir,  that  time  I 
faw  as  feldom  as  his  tradefmen. 

Sir  Will.  Very  well. 

Shift.  To  thefe  accomplifhments  from 
without  the  Theatre,  I  muft  add  one  that  I 
obtain'd  within. 

Sir  Will.  How  did  you  gain  admittance 
there  ? 

Shift.  My  merit,  fir,  that,  like  my  link, 
threw  a  radience  round  me. A  detach- 
ment from  the  head-quarters  here,  took  pof- 
feffion,  in  the  fummer,  of  a  country  corpo- 
ration, where  I  did  the  honours  of  the  barn, 
by  fweeping  the  ftage,  and  clipping  the  can- 
dles. There  my  {kill  and  a4<lreis  was  fo  con- 
fpicuous,  that  it  procur'd  me  the  fame  of- 
fice the  enfuing-  winter,  at  Drury-Lane, 
where  I  acquir'd  intrepidity;  the  crown  of 
of  all  my  virtues. 

Sir  Will.   How  did  you  obtain  that  ? 

Shift.  By  my  poft.  For  I  think,  fir,  he 
that  dares  ftand  the  (hot  of  the  gallery  in 
lighting,  fnuffing,  and  fweeping,  the  firfl 
night  of  a  new  play,  may  bid  defiance  to  the 
pillory,  with  all  its  cuftomary  compliments. 
C  Sir 
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Sir  #7/7.  Some  truth  in  that. 

Shift.  But  an  unlucky  crab-apple,  apply 'd 
to  my  right  eye,  by  a  patriot  gingerbread- 
baker  from  the    Borough,  who   would   not 
fuffer  three  dancers  from  Switzerland,   be- 
cauie  he  hated  the  French,   forced  me  to  a. 
precipitate  retreat. 
.  Sir  Will.  Poor  devil ! 

Shift*  Broglio  and  Contades  have  done  the 
fame  But-as  it  happen'd,  like  a  tennis-ball, 
J  rofe  higher  than  the  rebound. 

Sir/^/7/.  Howfo? 

Shift.  My  misfortune,  fir,  mov'd  the  com- 
petition of  one  of  our  performers,  a  whirnii- 
cal  man,  he  took  me  into  his  fervice.  To 
him  I  owe,  what  I  believe,  will  make  me 
ufeful  to  you. 

Sir-Will.  Explain. 

Shift.  Why,  fir,  my  matter  was  remark- 
'ably  happy  in  an  art,  which,  however  -difef- 
teern'd  at  prefent,  is,  by  Tully,  reckon'd 
amongft  the  perfections  of  an  orator;  Mi- 
mi  ckry. 

Sir  Will.  Why,  you  are  deeply  read,  Mr. 
Shift! 

Shift  A  fmattering — But  as  I  was  faying, 
fir,  nothing  came  amifs  to  my  mafter.  Bi- 
peds, or  quadrupeds, ;  rationals,  or  animals  ; 
from  the  clamour  of  the  bar,  to  the  cackle 
of  the  barn-door;  from  the  foporific  twang 
of  the  tabernacle  of  Tottenham-Court,  to 
the  melodious  bray  of  their  long-ear'4  bre- 
thren 
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thren  in  Bunhill-Fieldsj  all  were  objeds  of 
his  imitation,  and  my  attention.  In  a  word, 
fir,  for  two  whole  years,  under  this  profef- 
for,  I  ftudy'd  and  ftarv'd,  impoverim'd  my 
body,  and  pamper'd  my  mind;  till  thinking 
myfelf  pretty  near  equal  to  my  mafter,  I 
made  him  one  of  his  own  bows,  and  fet  up 
for  myfelf. 

Sir  Will.  You  have  been  fuccefsful,  I  hope. 

Shift  Pretty  well,  I  can't  complain.  My 
art,  fir,  is  a  pafs-par-tout.  I  leldom  want 
employment.  Let's  fee  how  ftand  my  en- 
gagements. [Pulls  out  a  pocket -book  J\  Hum, 
—hum,  Oh!  Wednefday  at  Mrs.  Gam- 
mut's  near  Hanover-fquare;  there,  there,  I 
lhall  make  a  meal  upon  the  Mingotti;  for 
her  lady  (hip  is  in  the  opera  intereftj  but, 
however,  I  mall  revenge  her  caufe  upon  her 
rival  Mattei.  Sunday  evening  at  Lady  Su- 
ftinuto's  concert.  Thurfday  I  dine  upon  the 
actors,  with  ten  Templars,  at  the  Mitre  in 
Fleet-ftreet.  Friday  I  am  to  give  the  amo- 
rous parly  of  two  intriguing  cats  in  a  gutter, 
with  the  disturbing  of  a  hen-rooft,  at  Mr. 
Deputy  Sugarfops,  near  the  Monument.  So 
fir,  you  fee  my  hands  are  full.  In  fhort,  Sir 
William,  there  is  not  a  buck  or  a  turtle  de- 
voured within  the  bills  of  mortality,  but 
there  I  may,  if  I  pleafe,  ftick  a  napkin  un- 
der my  chin. 

Sir 
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Sir  Will.  I'm  afraid,    Mr.  Shift,   I  muft 
break  in  a  little  upon  your  engagements;  but 
you  mall  not  be  no  lofer  by  the  bargain. 
Shift.  Command  me. 

Sir  Witt.  You  can  be  fecret  as  well  as  fer- 
yiceable  ? 

Shift.  Mute  as  a  mackrel. 

Sir  Will.  Come  hither  then.  If  you  be- 
tray me  to  my  fon. • 

Shift.   Scalp  me. 

Sir  Will.  Enough. — You  muft  know  then, 
the  hopes  of  our  family  are,  Mr.  Shift, 
center'd  in  one  boy. 

Shift.  And  I  warrant,  he  is  a  hopeful  one. 

Sir  Will.  No  interruption,  I  beg.  George 
has  been  abroad  thefe  four  years,  and  from 
his  late  behaviour,  I  have  reafon  to  believe, 
that  had  a  certain  event  happened,  which  I 
am  afraid  he  wilhed, — my  death 

Shift.   Yes;  that's  natural  enough. 

Sir  Will.  Nay,  pray,— -there  wou'd  foon  be 
an  end  to  an  ancient  and  honourable  family. 

Shift.  Very  melancholy  indeed.  But  fa- 
milies, like  beibms,  will  wear  to  the  flumps, 
and  finally  fret  out,  as  you  fay. 

Sir  Will.   Pr'ythee  peace  for  five  minutes, 

«S/:v<f.   I  am  tongue- ty'd. 

Sir  Will.  Now  1  have  projected  a  fcheme 
to  prevent  this  calamity. 

Shift.  Ay,  I  Qiould  be  glad  to  hear  that. 

Sir  Will.  I  am  going  to  tell  it  you. 

Shift.  Proceed. 

Sir 
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Sir  Will.  George,  as  I  have  contriv'd  it, 
(hall  experience  all  the  mifery  of  real  ruin, 
without  running  the  leaft  rifque. 

Shift.  Ay,  that  will  be  a  coup  de  maitre. 

Sir  Will.  I  have  prevail'd  upon  his  uncle, 
a  wealthy  citizen- 

Shift.  I  don't  like  a  city  plot. 

Sir  Will.  I  tell  thee  it  is  my  own, 

Shift.  I  beg  pardon. 

Sir  Will.  My  brother,  I  fay,  fome  time 
fince  wrote  him  a  circumftantial  account  of 
my  death ;  upon  which,  he  is  returned,  in 
full  expectation  of  fucceeding  to  my  eftate. 

Shift.  Immediately. 

Sir  Will.  No  j  when  at  age.  In  about 
three  months. 

Shift.  I  underftand  you. 

Sir  Will.  Now,  fir,  gueffing  into  what 
hands  my  heedlefs  boy  would  naturally  fall, 
on  his  retnrn,  I  have,  in  a  feign'd  charac- 
ter, aflbciated  myfelf  with  a  fet  of  rafcals, 
who  will  fpread  every  bait  that  can  flatter 
folly,  inflame  extravagance,  allure  inexpe- 
rience, or  catch  credulity.  And  when,  by 
their  means,  he  thinks  himfelf  reduc'd  to 
the  iaft  extremity  $  loft  even  to  the  moil  di- 
flant  hope 

Shift.  What  then  ? 

Sir  Will-  Then  will  I  flep  in  like  his  guar- 
dian-angel, and  fnatch  him  from  perdition. 
If  mortify'd  by  mifery,  he  becomes  con- 
fcious ,  of  his  errors,  I  have  fav'd  my  fon  $ 

but 
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but  if,  on  the  other  hand,  gratitude  can't 
bind,  nor  ruin  reclaim  him,  I  will  caft  him 
out,  as  an  alien  to  my  blooc,  and  truft  for 
the  fupport  of  my  name  arid  family  to  a 
remoter  branch. 

Shift.  Bravely  refolv'd.  But  what  part  am 
I  to  fuftain  in  this  drama  ? 

Sir  Will.  Why  George,  you  are  to  know, 
is  already  ftript  of  what  money  he  could 
command,  by  two  {harpers :  but  as  I  never 
truft  them  out  of  my  %ht  they  can't  de- 
ceive me. 

Shift.  Out  of  your  fight ! 

Sir  Will.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  I  am  one  of 
the  .knot  :  an  adept  ,in  their  fcience,  can 
flip,  {huffle,  cog,  or  cut  with  the  beft  of 
'cm. 

Shift.  How  do  you  efcape  your  fon's  no- 
tice ? 

Sir  Will.  His  firm  perfuafion  of  my  death, 

with  the  (extravagance  of  my  difguife. 

"Why,  I  wou'd  engage  to  elude  your  pene- 
tration, when  I  am  beau'd  out  for  the  baron. 
But  of  that  by  and  by.  He  has  recourfe, 
after  his  ill  fuccefs,  to  the  cent,  per  cent, 
gentry,  the  ufurers,  for  a  further  fupply. 

Shift.  Natural  enough. 

Sir  Will.  Pray  do  you  know, — 1  forgot 
his  name, — a  wrinkled  old  fellow,  in  a 
thread-bare  coat  ?  He  fits  every  morning, 
from  twelve  till  two,  in  the  left  corner  of 
]Lloyd's  cofFee-houfe;  and  every  evening,  from 

five 
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five  till  eight,  under  the  clock,  at  the  Tem- 
ple-exchange. 

Shift.  What,  little  Transfer  the  broker! 

Sir  Will.  The  lame.     Do  you  know  him? 

Shift.  Know  him  !  Ay,  rot  him.  It  was 
but  laft  Eafter  Tuefday,  he  had  me  turn'd 
out  at  a  feaft,  in  Leather-feller's  Hall,  for 
linging  Room  for  Cuckold's,  like  a  parrot; 
and  vow'd  it  meant  a  reflection  upon  the 
whole  body  corporate. 

Sir  Will.  You  have  reafon  to  remember 
him. 

Shift.  Yes,  yes,  I  recommended  a  minor 
to  him  myfelf,  for  the  loan  only  of  fifty 
pounds  5  and  wou'd  you  believe  it,  as  I  hope 
to  be  fav'd,  we  din'd,  fupp'd,  and  wetted 
five-and-thirty  guineas  upon  tick,  in  meet- 
ings at  the  Crofs-keys,  in  order  to  fettle  the 
terms ;  and  after  all,  the  fcoundrel  would 
not  lend  us  a  ftiver. 

Sir  Will.  Cou'd  you  perfonate  him  ? 
Shift.  Him!  Oh,  you  mail  fee  me  fhift 
into  his  fhamble  in  a  minute :  and,  with  a 
wither'd  face,  a  bit  of  a  purple  nofe,  a  cau- 
tionary ftammer,  and  a  fleek  lilver  head,  I 
would  undertake  to  deceive  even  his  banker. 
But  to  fpeak  the  truth,  I  have  a  friend  that 
can  do  this  inimitably  well.  Have  not  you 
fomething  of  more  confequence  for  me? 

Sir  Will.  I  have.  Cou'd  not  you,  mailer 
Shift,  aflame  another  fhape  ?  You  have  at- 
tended audions. 

Shift  9 
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Shift.  Auctions !  a  conftant  puff.  Deep 
in  the  myftery ;  aprofefled  connoiffeur,  from 
a  Niger  to  a  nautilus,  from  the  Apollo  Bel- 
videreto  a  butterfly. 

Sir  Will.  One  of  thefe  infmuating,  oily 
orators  I  will  get  you  to  perfonate :  for  we 
mull  have  the  plate  and  jewels  in  our  pof- 
feffion,  or  they  will  foon  fall  into  other 
hands. 

Shift.  I  will  do  it* 

Sir  Will.  Within  I'll  give  you  farther  in- 
ftruclions. 

Shift.  I'll  follow  you. 

Sir  Will.  [Going,  returns.]  You  will  want 
materials. 

Shift.  Oh,  my  drefs  I  can  be  furnim'd 
\vith  in  five  minutes.  [Exit  Sir  Will.]  A 
whimfical  old  blade  this.  I  mall  laugh  if 
this  fcheme  mifcarries.  I  have  a  ftrange 
mind  to  lend  it  a  lift— never  had  a  greater— * 
Pho,  a  damn'  d  unnatural  connection  this  of 
mine!  What  have  I  to  do  with  fathers  and 
guardians!  a  parcel  of  preaching,  prudent, 
careful,  curmudgeonly — dead  to  pleafures 
themfelves,  and  the  blatters  of  it  in  others 
— — Mere  dogs  in  a  manger-*— No,  no,  I'll 
veer,  tack  about,  open  my  budget  to  the 
boy,  and  join  in  a  counter-plot.  But  hold, 
hold,  friend  Stephen*  fee  firft  how  the  land 
lies.  Who  knows  whether  this  Germaniz'd 
genius  has  parts  to  comprehend,  or  fpirit  ta 
reward  thy  merit.  There's  danger  in  that, 
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ay,  marry  is  there  'Egad  before  I  fhift  the 
helm,  I'll  firft  examine  the  coaft ;  and  then 
if  there  be  but  a  bold  more,  and  a  good  bot- 
tom, have  a  care,  old  Square  Toes,  you  will 
meet  with  your  match.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  George,  Loader,  and  Servant* 

Sir  Geo.  Let  the  Martin  pannels  for  the 
vis-a-vis  be  carried  to  Long-Acre,  and  the 

pye-balls  fent  to  Hall's  to  be  bitted You 

will  give  me  leave  to  be  in  your  debt  till  the 
evening,  Mr.  Loader.  I  have  juft  enough 
left  to  difcharge  the  baron ;  and  we  muft, 
you  know,  be  punctual  with  him,  for  the 
credit  of  the  country. 

Load.  Fire  Kim,  a  fnub-nos'd  fon  of  a 
bitch.  Levant  me,  but  he  got  enough  laft 
night  to  purchafe  a  principality  amongfl  his 
countrymen,  the  High-dutchians  and  Huf- 
farians. 

Sir  Geo.  You  had  your  {hare,  Mr, 
Loader. 

Load.  Who,  I!  Lurch  me  at  four,  but  I 
was  mark'd  to  the  top  of  your  trick,  by  the 
baron,  my  dear.  What,  I  am  no  cinque 
and  quarter  man.  Come,  mall  we  have  a 
dip  in  the  hiftory  of  the  Four  Kings  this 
morning? 

Sir  Geo.  Rather  too  early.  Befides,  it  is 
the  rule  abroad,  never  to  engage  a-frem,  till 
our  old  fcores  are  difcharg'd. 


32  THE    MINOR. 

Load.  Capot  me,  but  thofe  lads  abroad 
are  pretty  fellows,  let'em  fay  what  they  will. 
Here,  fir,  they  will  vowel  you,  from  father 
to  fon,  to  the  twentieth  generation.  They 
wou'd  as  foon  now-a-days  pay  a  tradefman's 
bill,  as  a  play  debt.  All  fenfe  of  honour  is 
gone,  not  a  ftiver  ftirring.  They  cou'd  as 
foon  raife  the  dead  as  two  pounds  two  j  nick 
me,  but  I  have  a  great  mind  to  tie  up,  and 
rujn  the  rafcals — What,  has  Transfer  been 
here  this  morning  ? 

Enter  Dick. 

Sir  Geo.  Any  body  here  .  this  morning^ 
'Dick? 

Dick.  No  body,  your  honour. 

Load.  Repique  the  rafcal.  He  promis'd 
to  be  here  before  me. 

Dick.  I  beg  your  honour's  pardon.  Mrs. 
Cole  from  the  Piazza  was  here,  between 
feven  and  eight. 

Sir  Geo.  An  early  hour  for  a  lady  of  her 
calling. 

Dick.  Mercy  on  me!  The  poor  gentle- 
woman is  mortally  altered  lince  we  us'd  to 
lodge  there,  in  our  jaunts  from  Oxford; 
wrapt  up  in  flannels :  all  over  the  fheuma- 
tife. 

Lead.  Ay,  ay,  old  Moll  is  at  her  laft- 
ftake. 

Dick, 
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Dick.  She  bade  me  fay,  me  juft  ftopt  in 
her  way  to  the  tabernacle;  after  the  exhor- 
tation, me  fays>  flie'll  call  again. 

Sir  Geo.  Exhortation !  Oh,  I  recolle6h 
Well,  whilft  they  only  make  profelytes  from 
that  -profeilion,  they  are  heartily  welcome 
to  them.  She  does  not  mean  to  make  me  a 
convert  ? 

Dick.  I  believe  me  has  fome  fuch  defign 
upon  me  ;  for  me  ofFer'd  me  a  book  of  hymns, 
a  milling,  and  a  dram,  to  go  along  with  her. 

Sir  Geo,  No  bad  fcheme,  Dick.  Thou 
haft  a  fine,  fober,  pfalm-finging  counte- 
nance ;  and  when  thou  haft  been  fome  time 
in  their  trammels,  may 'ft  make  as  able  a 
teacher  as  the  beft  of  'em. 

Dick.  Laud,  fir,  I  want  learning. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  the  fpirit,  the  fpirit  will  fup- 
ply  all  that,  Dick,  never  fear. 

Enter  Sir  William  as  a  German  baron. 

My  dear  baron,  what  news  from  the  Hay- 
market  ?  What  fays  the  Florenza  ?  Does  me 
yield  ?  Shall  I  be  happy  ?  Say  yes,  and  com- 
mand my  fortune. 

Sir  Will.  I  was  never  did  fee  fo  fine  a  wo- 
man fince  I  was  leave  Hamburgh  ;  dere  was 
all  de  colour,  all  red  and  white,  dat  was 
quite  natural;  point  d'artifice.  Then  (lie 
was  dance  and  ling— — I  vow  to  heaven,  I 
was  never  fee  de  like  ! 

D  Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  But  how  did  (he  receive  my  em- 
bafly  ?  What  hopes  ? 

Sir  Will.  Why  dere  was,  monfieur  le  che* 
valier,  when  I  firfl  enter,  dree  or  four  damn'd 
queer  people?  ahx  ah,  dought  I,  by  gad  I 
guefs  your  bufineis.  Dere  was  one  fat  big 
woman's,  dat  I  know  long  time  :  le  valet  de 
chambre  was  tell  me  dat  fhe  came  from  a 
grand  merchand ;  ha,  ha,  dought  I,  by  your 
leave,  flick  to  your  {hop;  or,  if  you  muft 
have  de  pritty  girl,  dere  is  de  play-hous,  dat 
do  very  well  for  you  ;  but  for  de  opera,  par- 
donnez,  by  gar  dat  is  meat  for  your  mafter. 

Sir  Geo.  Infolent  mechanic  ! — but  me  de- 
fpis'd  him  ? 

Sir  Will.  Ah,  may  foy,  he. is  damn'd  rich, 
has  beaucoup  de  guineas;  but  after  de -fat 
woman  was  go,  I  was  tell  the  fignora,  ma- 
dam, der  is  one  certain  chevalier  of  dis  coun- 
try, who  has  travell'd,  fee  de  world,  bien 
fait,  well  made,  beaucoup  d'Efprit,  a  great 
deal  of  monies,  who  "beg,  by  gar,  to  have  de 
honour  to  drow  himfelf  at  your  feet. 
.  Sir  Geo.  Well,  well,  baron. 

Sir  Will.  She  afka  your  name ;  as  foon  as 
I  tell  her,  aha,  by  gar,  dans  an  inftant,  fhe 
mcit  like  de  lomp  of  fugar:  fhe  run  to  her 
bureau,  and,  in  de  minute,  return  wid  de 
paper 

Sir  Ceo*  Give  it  me,  [Reads-* 


Let 
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Les  preliminaries  June  traite  entre  le  cheva- 
lier Wealthy ',  and  lajignor  Diamenti 

A  bagatelle,  a  trifle :   (he  (hall  have  it, 

Load.  Hark'e,  knight,  what  is  all  that 
there  outlandim  fluff? 

Sir  Geo.  Read>  read !  The  eloquence  of 
angels,  my  dear  baron  ! 

Load.  Slam  me,  bat  the  man's  mad !  I 
don't  underftand  their  Gibberim — —What 
is  it  in  Englim  ? 

Sir  Geo.  The  preliminaries  of  a  fubfidy 
treaty,  between  Sir  G.  Wealthy,  and  fignora 
Florenza?  that  the  laid  fignora  will  refign 
the  pofieffion  of  her  perfon  to  the  faid  Sir 
George,  on  the  payment  of  three  hundred 
guineas  monthly,  for  equipage,  table,  do- 
meftics,  drefs,  dogs,  and  diamonds ;  her 
debts  to  be  duly  diicharged,  and  a  note  ad- 
vanced of  five  hundred  by  way  of  entrance. 

Load.  Zounds,  what  a  cormorant !  She 
mud  be  devilifh  handfome. 

Sir  Geo.  I  am  told  fo. 

Load.  Told  fo !  Why  did  you  never  fee 
her? 

Sir  Geo+  No;  and  poffibly.  never  may,  but 
from  my  box  at  the  opera. 

Load.  Hey-day !  Why  what  the    devil — 

Sir  Geo-,  Ha,  ha,  you  ftare,  I  dont  won- 
der at  it.  This  is  an  elegant  refinement, 
unknown  to  the  grofs  voluptuaries  of  this 
D  2  part 
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part  of  the  world.  This  is,  Mr.  Loader, 
what  may  be  called  a  debt  to  your  dignity: 
for  an  opera  girl  is  as  effential  a  piece  of 
equipage  for  a  man  of  fafhion,  as  his  coach. 

Load.  The  devil! 

Sir  Geo.  'Tis  for  the  vulgar  only  to  enjoy 
what  they  pofiefs :  the  diftindion  of  ranks 
and  conditions  are,  to  have  hounds,  and  ne- 
ver hunt  ;  cooks,  and  dine  at  taverns;  houfes, 
you  never  inhabit;  miflrefles,  you  never 
enjoy 

Load.  And  debts,  you  never  pay.  Egad, 
I  am  not  furpriz'd  at  it;  if  this  be  your 
trade,  no  wonder  that  you  want  money  far 
neceflaries,  when  you  give  fuch  a  damn'd 
deal  for  nothing  at  all. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Mrs.  Cole,  to  wait  upon  your  ho- 
nour. 

Sir  Geo.  My  dear  baron,  run,  difpatch  my 
affair,  conclude  my  treaty,  and  thank  her 
for  the  very  reafonablc  conditions. 

Sir  Witt.  I  fall. 

Sir  Geo.  Mr.  Loader,  mail  I  trouble  you 
to  introduce  the  lady?  She  is,  I  think,  your 
acquaintance. 

Load.  Who,  old  Moll  ?  Ay,  ay,  (he's  your 
market-woman.  I  wou'd  not  give  fix-pence 
for  your  fignoras.  One  armful  of  good, 
wholefome  JBdtifh  beauty,  is  worth  a  ihip- 

load 
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load  of  their  trapfing,  tawdry  trollops,  But 
hark'e,  baron,  how  much  for  the  table? 
Why  me  muft  have  a  devilifh  large  family, 
or  a  monftrous  ftomach. 

Sir  Will.  Ay,  ay,  dere,  is  her  moder,  la 
complaifante  to  walk  in  de  Park,  and  to  go 
to  de  play ;  two  broders,  deux  valets,  dree 
Spanim  lap-dogs,  and  de  monkey. 

Load.  Strip  me,  if  I  wou'd  fet  five  mil- 
lings again  ft  the  whole  gang.  May  my 
partner  renounce  with  the  game  in  his 
hand,  if  I  were  you,  knight,  if  f  would 
not [Ex.  Bar. 

Sir  Geo.  But  the  lady  waits.  [Ex.  Load.] 
A  ftrange  fellow  this !  What  a  whimfical 
jargon  he  talks !  Not  an  idea  abftracted  from 
play!  To  lay  truth,  I  am  fmcerely  fick  of 
my  acquaintance:  But,  however,  I  have  the 
firft  people  in  the  kingdom  to  keep  me  in 
countenance.  Death  and  the  dice  level  aJJ 
diitinctions. 

Enter  Mrs.   Cole,  fupported  by  Loader  and 
Dick. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Gently,  gently,  good  Mr. 
leader. 

Load.  Come  along,  old  Moll.  Why,  you 
jade,  you  look  as  rofy  this  morning,  I  muft 
have  a  fmack  at  your  muns.  Here,  tafte  her, 
fye  is  as  good  as  old  hock  to  get  you  a  fto- 
p>ach. 

P  3 
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Mrs.  Cole,  Fye,  Mr.  Loader,  I  thought 
you  had  forgot  me. 

Load.  I  forget  you !  I  would  as  foon  for^ 
get  what  is  trumps. 

Mrs.  Cole,  Softly,  foftly,  young  man. 
There,  there,  mighty  well.  And  how  does 
your  honour  do  ?  I  han't  feen  your  honour, 
J  can't  tell  the — Oh !  mercy  on  me,  there's 
a  twinge 

Sir  Geo.  What  is  the  matter,  Mrs.  Cole  ? 
"  Mrs.  Cole.  My  old  diforder,  the  rheuma- 

tife  j   I  han't  been  able  to  get  a  wink  of 

Oh  la  !  what,  you  have  been  in  town  thefe 
two  days  ? 

Sir  Geo.   Since  Wednefday. 

Mrs.  Cole.  And  never  once  call'd  upon  old 
Cole.  No,  no,  I  am  worn  out,  thrown  by 
and  forgotten,  like  a  tatter'd  garment,  as 
Mr.  Squintum  fays.  Oh,  he  is  a  dear  man  ! 
But  for  him  I  had  been  a  loft  fheep;  never 
known  the  comforts  of  the  new  birth  j  no, 

There's  yeur  old  friend,  Kitty  Carrot, 

at  home  ftill.  What,  mall  we  fee  you  this 
evening  ?  I  have  kept  the  green  room  for 
you  ever  fince  I  heard  you  were  in  town. 

Load.  What  mall  we  take  a  fnap  at  old 
Moll's.  Hey,  'beldam,  haVe  you  a  good 
batch  of  Burgundy  abroach  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Bright  as  a  ruby;  and  for  fla- 
vour !  You  know  the  colonel He  and 

Jenny  Cummins  drank  three  flafks,  hand  to 
fift,  laft  night, 

Load* 
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Load.  What,  and  bilk  thee  of  thy  {hare  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Ah,  don't  mention  it,  Mr. 
Loader.  No,  that's  all  over  with  me.  The 
time  has  been,  when  I  cou'd  have  earn'd 
thirty  millings  a  day  by  my  own  drinking, 
and  the  next  morning  was  neither  fick  nor 
forrv '.  But  now,  O  laud,  a  thimbleful  turns 
me  topfy-turvy. 

Load.   Poor  old  girl ! 

Mrs.  Cole.  Ay,  I  have  done  with  thefe  idle 
vanities;  my  thoughts  are  fix'd  upon  a  bet- 
ter place.  What,  •!  fuppofe,  Mr.  Loader, 
you  will  be  for  your  old  friend  the  black-ey'd 
girl,  from  Rofemary-  Lane.  Ha,  ha  !  Well, 
'tis  a  merry  little  tit.  A  thoufand  pities  (he's 
fuch  a  reprobate! — —But  (he'll  mend;  her 
time  is  not  come:  all  mall  have  their  call, 
as  Mr.  Squintum  fays,  fooner  or  later  j  re- 
generation is  not  the  work  of  a  day.  No, 
no,  no, — Oh ! 

Sir  Geo.-  Not-  v/orfe  I  hope. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Rack,  rack,  gnaw,  gnaw,  ne- 
ver eafy,  a-bed  or  up  all's  one.  Pray  ho- 
neft  friend,  have  you  any  clary,  or  mint- 
water  in  the  houfe  ? 

Dick.  A  cafe  of  French  drams. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Heaven  defend  me!  I  would 
not  touch  a  dram  for  the  world. 

Sir  Geo.  They  are  but  cordials,  Mrs.  Cole. 
Fetch'em,  you  blockhead.  [Ex.  Dick.] 

Mrs.   Cole.  Ay,  1   am  a  going ;  a  wafting 

and   a   wafting,    Sir    George.     What    will 

D  4  become 
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become  of  the  houfe  when  I  am  gqne,  hea- 
ven knows. -Nof— r — When  people  are 

mifs'd,  then  they  are  mourned.  Sixteen  years 
have  I  liv'd  in  the  Garden,  comfortably  and 
creditably  ;  and,  tho*  I  fay  it,  could  have 
got  bail  any  hour  of  the  day  :  Reputable 
tradefmen,  Sir  George,  neighbours,  Mr. 
Loader  knows;  no  knock-rne-down  doings 
in  my  houfe.  A  fet  of  regular,  fedate,  fo- 
ber  cuftomers.  No  rioters,  Sixteen  did  I 
fay — Ay,  eighteen  years  I  have  paid  fcot  and 
lot  in  the  parim  of  St.  Paul's,  and  during 
the  whole  time,  no  body  have  faid,  Mrs. 
Cole,  why  do  you  fo?  Unlefs  twice  that  I 
was  before  Sir  Thomas  De  Val,  and  three 
times  in  the  round-houfe. 

Sir  Geo.  Nay,  don't  weep,  Mrs.  Cole. 

Load.  May  I  loofe  deal,  with  an  honour  at 
bottom,  if  old  Moil  does  not  bring  tears  into 
my  eyes. 

Mrs  Cole.  However,  it  ??  a  comfort  after 
all,  to  think  one  has  paft  thro'  the  world 
with  credit  and  chara&er.  Ay,  a  good  name, 
as  Mr.  Squintqm  fays,  is  better  than  a  ga!T 
Jipot  of  ointment. 

Enter.  Dick,  with  0  dram. 

Load,  Come,  hafte,  Dick,  hafte;  forrow 
is  dry.  Here,  Moll,  (hall  I  fill  thee  a  bumT 
per  ? 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Cole.  Hold,  hold,  Mr.  Loader !  Hea- 
ven help  you,  I  could  as  foon  fwallow  the 
Thames.  Only  a  fip,  to  keep  the  gout  out 
of  my  ftomach. 

Load.  Why  then,  here's  to  thee. — Levant 
me,  but  it  is  fupernaculum. — Speak  when 
you  have  enough. 

Mrs.  Cole.  I  won't  trouble  you  for  the 
glafs;  my  hands  do  fo  tremble  and  fhake,  I 
thall  but  fpill  the  good  creature. 

Load.  Well  pull'd.  But  now  to  bufinefs. 
Pr'ythee,  Moll,  did  not  I  fee  a  tight  young 
wench  in  a  linen  gown,  knock  at  your  door 
this  morning? 

Mrs.  Cok.  Ay;  a  young  thing  from  the 
country. 

Load.  Could  we  not  get  a  peep  at  her  this 
evening  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Impomble !  She  is  engag'd  to 
Sir  Timothy  Totter.  I  have  taken  earned 
/or  her  thefe  three  months. 

Load.  Pho,  what  fignifies  fuch  a  fellow 
as  that !  Tip  him  an  old  trader,  and  give 
her  to  the  knight. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Tip  him  an  old  trader! — Mercy 
on  us,  where  do  you  expect  to  go  when  you 
die,  Mr.  Loader? 

Load.  Crop  me,  but  this  Squintum  has 
turn'd  her  brains. 

Sir  Get.  Nay,  Mr.  Loader,  I  think  the 
gentleman  has  wrought  a  moft  happy  refor- 
mation. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Cole.  Oh,  it  was  a  wonderful  work. 
There  had  I  been  toffing  in  a  fea  of  fin, 
without  rudder  or  compafs.  Arrd  had  not 
the  good  gentleman  piloted  me  into  the  har- 
bour of  grace,  I  muft  have  flruck  againft  the 
rocks  of  reprobation,  and  have  been  quite 
fwallow'd  up  in  the  whirlpool  of  defpair. 
He  was  the  precious  inftrument  of  my  fpiri- 
tual  fprinkling. — But  however,  Sir  George, 
if  your  mind  be  fet  upon  a  young  country 
thing,  to-morrow  night  I  believe  I  can  fur- 
pifh  you. 

Load.  As  how  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  I  have  advertis'd  this  morning, 
in  the  regifler- office,  for  fervants  under  fe- 
venteen  ;  and  ten  to  one  but  I  light  on  fome- 
thing  that  will  do. 

Load.  Pillory  me,  but  it  has  a  face. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Truly,  confidently  with  my 
confcience,  1  wou'd  do  any  thing  for  your 
honour. 

Sir  Geo.  Right,  Mrs.  Cole,  never  lofe  fight 
of  that  monitor.  But  pray  how  long  has  this 
heavenly  change  been  wrought  in  you  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Ever  fince  my  laft  vifitation  of 
the  gout.  Upon  my  firfl  fit,  feven  years  ago, 
I  began  to  have  my  doubts,  and  rny  waver- 
ings ;  but  I  was  lofl  in  a  labyrinth,  and  no 
body  to  mew  me  the  road.  One  time,  I 
thought  of  dying  a  Roman,  which  is  truly 
a  comfortable  communion  enough  for  one  of 
us:  but  it  wou'd  not  do. 

Sir 
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•    Sir  Geo.  Why  not  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  I  went  one  fummer  over  to 
Boulogne  to  repent;  and,  wou'd  you  believe 
it,  the  bare-footed,  bald-pate  beggars  would 
not  give  me  abfolution,  without  I  quitted 

my  bufmefs Did  you  ever  hear  of  fuch 

a  fet  of  fcabby Betides,  I  cou'd  not  bear 

their  barbarity.  Would  you  believe  it,  Mr. 
Loader,  they  lock  up  for  their  lives,  in  a 
nunnery,  the  prettied,  fweeteft,  tender,  young 

things  ! Oh,  fix  of  them,  for  a  feafon, 

wou'd  finim  my  bufinefs  here,  and  then  I 
fhou'd  have  nothing  to  do,  but  to  think  of 
hereafter. 

Load.  Brand  me,  what  a  country! 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  fcandalous! 

Mrs.  Cole.  O  no,  it  would  not  do.  So, 
in  my  laft  illnefs,  I  was  wifh'd  to  Mr.  Squin- 
tum,  who  ftept  in  with  his  faving  grace,  got 
me  with  the  new  birth,  and  I  became  as 
you  fee,  regenerate,  and  another  creature. 

Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  Mr.  Transfer,  fir,  has  fent  to  know 
if  your  honour  be  at  home. 

Sir  Geo.  Mrs.    Cole,   I  am  mortify'd   to 
part  with  you.     But  bus'nefs,  you  know- 
Mrs.  Cole.  True,  fir  George.  Mr.  Loader, 

your  arm Gently,  oh,  oh  ! 

Sir  Geo.  Wou'd  you  take  another  thim- 
bleful, Mrs.  Cole  ? 

Mrs. 


44  T  H  E    M  I  N  O  R. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Not  a  drop 1  (hall  fee  you 

this  evening  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Depend  upon  me. 

Mrs.  Cole.  To-morrow  I  hope  to  fuit  you 

We  are  to  have,  at  the  tabernacle,  an 

occasional  hymn,  with  a  thankfgiving  fermon 
for  my  recovery.  After  which,  I  fhall  call 
at  the  regifter  office,  and  fee  what  goods  my 
advertifement  has  brought. in. 

Sir  Geo.  Extremely  obliged  to  you,  Mrs. 
Cole. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Or  if  that  fhould  not  do,  I  have 
a  tid  bit  at  home,  will  fuit  your  ftomach. 
Never  brufh'd  by  a  beard.  Well,  heaven 
blefs  you — Softly,  have  a  care,  Mr.  Loader 
— — Richard,  you  may  as  well  give  me  the 
bottle  into  the  chair,  for  fear  I  fhould  be 

taken  ill  on   the  road.     Gently- fo,    fo  ! 

[Exit  Mrs.   Cole  W  Loader.} 

Sir  Geo,  Dick,  fhew  Mrf  Transfer  in — *• 
Ha,  ha,  what  a  hodge  podge!  How  the  jade 
has  jumbled  together  the  carnal  and  the  fpi- 
ritual ;  with  what  eafe  fhe  reconciles  her  new 
birth  to  her  old  calling  !  — No  wonder  thefe 
preachers  have  plenty  of  profelytes,  whilfl 
they  have  the  addrefs  fo  comfortably  to 
blend  the  hitherto  jarring  interefls  of  the 
two  worlds. 

Enter  Loader, 

Well,  knight,  I  have  hous'd  herj  but 
tkey  want  you  within,  fir. 

Sir  Geo.  I'll  go  to  them  immediately. 

ACT 
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ACT         II. 

Enter  Dick,  introducing  Transfer. 

Dick.   1^  fl[\  matter  will  come  to  you  pre* 
1VJL  fently. 

Enter  Sir  George. 

Sir  Geo.  Mr.  Transfer,  your  fervant. 

Tranf.  Your  honour's  very  humble.  I 
thought  to  have  found  Mr.  Loader  here. 

Sir    Geo.     He    will  return    immediately. 

Well,   Mr.  Transfer but  take  a  chair — 

you  have  had  a  long  walk.  Mr.  Loader,  I 
prefume,  open'd  to  you  the  urgency  of  my 
bus'nefs. 

Franf.  Ay,  ay,  the  general  cry,  money, 
money  ?  I  dont  know,  for  my  part,  where 
all  the  money  is  flown  to.  Formerly  a  note, 
with  a  tolerable  endorfement,  was  as  current 
as  cam.  If  your  uncle  Richard  now  wou'd 
join  in  this  fecurity 

Sir  Geo.  ImpofTible. 

Tranf.  Ay,  like  enough.  I  wifh  you  were 
of  age. 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  So  do  I.  But  as  that  will  be  con- 
fider'd  in  the  premium. 

Tranf.  True,  true, 1  fee  you  under- 
hand bus'nefs And  what  fum  does  your 

honour  lack -at  prefent  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Lack  ! — —How  much  have  you 
brought  ? 

Tranf.  Who,  I  ?  Dear  me !  none. 

Sir  Geo,  Zounds,  none ! 

Yrarff.  Lack-a-day,  none  to  be  had,  I 
think.  All  the  morning  have  I  been  upon 
the  hunt.  There,  Ephraim  Barebones'  the 
tallow  chandler,  in  Thames-ftreet,  us'd  to 
be  a  never-failing  chap  j  not  a  guinea  to  be 
got  there.  Then  I  totter'd  away  to  Nebu- 
chadnezzar Zebulon,  in  the  Old  Jewry,  but 
it  happen'd  to  be  Saturday;  and  they  never 
touch  on  the  Sabbath,  you  know. 

Sir  Geo.  Why  what  the  devil  can  I  do? 

Franf.  Good  me,  I  did  not  know  your 
honour  had  been  fo  prefs'd. 

Sir  Geo.  My  honour  preft !  Yes,  my  ho- 
nour is  not  only  preft,  but  ruin'd,  unlefs  I 
can  raife  money  to  redeem  it.  That  block- 
head Loader,  to  depend  upon  this  old  doat- 
ing 

Tranf.  Well,  well,  now  I  declare,  I  am 
quite  forry  to  fee  your  honour  in  fuch  a  taking. 

Sir  Geo.  Damn  your  forrow. 

Yranf.  But  come,  don't  be  caft  down: 
Tho*  money  is  not  to  be  had,  money's  wortji 
may,  and  that's  the  fame  thing. 

Sir 
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Sir  Gco.  How,  dear  Transfer  ? 

*Iranf.  Why  I  have,  at  my  warehoufe  in 
the  city,  ten  cafks  of  whale-blubber,  a  large 
cargo  of  Dantzick  dowlas,  with  a  curious 
ibrtment  of  Birmingham  hafts,  and  Whit- 
ney blankets  for  exportation. 

Sir  Geo.   Hey! 

<Tranf.  And  ftay,  ftay,  then,  again,  at  my 
country-houfe,  the  bottom  of  Gray's-inn- 
Lane,  there's  a  hundred  tun  of  fine  eld  hay, 
only  damag'd  a  little  laft  winter,  for  want  of 
thatching;  with  forty  load  of  flint  (tones. 

Sir  Geo.  Well. 

^Eranf.  Your  honour  may  have  all  thefc 
for  a  reafonable  profit,  and  convert  them 
into  cam. 

Sir  Geo.  Blubber  and  blankets  ?  Why,  you 
old  rafcal,  do  you  banter  me? 

Tranf.  Who  I?  O  law,  marry  heaven 
forbid. 

Sir  Geo.  Get  out  of  my — you  fluttering, 
fcoundrel. 

Tranf.  If  your  honour  wou'd  but  hear 
me— 

Sir  Geo.  Troop,  I  fay,  unlefs  you  have  a 
mind  to  go  a  fliorter  way  than  you  came. 
[Ex.  Tr.]  And  yet  there  is  fomething  fo  un- 
commonly ridiculous  in  his  propofal,  that 
were  my  mind  more  at  eafe.  [Enter  Loader.} 
So,  fir,  you  have  recommended  me  to  a  fine 
fellow. 

Load.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  He  can't  fupply  me  with  a  {hil- 
ling! and  wants,  beiides,  to  make  me  a 
dealer  in  dowlas. 

Load,  Ay,  and  a  very  good  commodity 
too.  People  that  are  upon  ways  and  meaHs, 
irmft  not  be  nice,  knight.  A  pretty  piece  of 
work  you  have  made  here!  Thrown  up  the 
cards,  with  the  game  in  your  hands. 

Sir  Geo.  Why,  pr'y  thee,  of  what  ufe  wou'd 
his 

Load.  Ufe!  of  every  ufe.     Procure  you 
the  fpankers,  my  boy.     I  have  a  broker,  that 
in  a  twinkling,  mail  take  off  your  bargain. 
•  Sir  Geo.  Indeed !  . 

Load.  Indeed  !  Ay,  indeed.  You  fit  down 
to  hazard  and  not  know  the  chances !  I'll 
call  him  back. — Holo,  Transfer. — A  pretty 
little,  bufy,  bulling — You  may  travel  miles, 
before  you  will  meet  with  his  match.  If 
there  is  one  pound  in  the  city,  he  will  get  it. 
He  creeps,  like  a  ferret,  into  their  bags,  and 
makes  the  yellow  boys  bolt  again. 

Enter  Transfer. 

Come  hither,  little  Transfer;  what,  man, 
our  Minor  was  a  little  too  hafty  j  he  did  not 
underftanxi  trap :  knows  nothing  of  the 
game,  my  dear. 

Tranf.  What  I  faid,  was  to  ferve  Sir 
George ;  as  he  feeru'd 

Load.  I  told  him  fo ;  well,  well,  we  will 
take  thy  commodities,  were  they  as  many 

more. 
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more.  But  try,  pr'ythee  if  thou  cou'dft  not 
procure  us  fome  of  the  ready>  for  prefent 
Spending. 

Tranf.  Let  me  confider. 

Load.  Ay,  do,  come  :  muffle  thy  brains ; 
never  fear  the  baronet.  To  let  a  lord  of 
lands  want  miners;  'tis  a  mame. 

'Tranf.  I  do  recollect,  in  this  quarter  of 
the  town,  an  old  friend,  that  us'd  to  do 
things  in  this  way. 

Load.  Who?     , 

Tranf.   Statute,  the  fcrivener. 

Load.  Slam  me,  but  he  has  nick'd  the 
chance. 

Tranf.  A  hard  man,  matter  Loader ! 

Sir  Geo\   No  matter, 

^tranf.   His  demands  are  exorbitant. 

Sir  Geo.  That  is  no  fault  of  ours. 

Load.  Well  faid,  knight ! 

Tranf.  But  to  fave  time,  I  had  better 
mention  his  terms. 

Load.  Unnecefiary. 

Tranf.  Five  per  cent,  legal  intfereft.. 

Sir  Geo.   He  mall  have  it. 

T^ranf.  Ten,  the  praemium. 

Sir  Geo.  No  more  words. 

T^rahf.  Then,  as  you  are  not  of  age,  five 
more  for  enfuring  your  life. 

Load.  We  will  give  it. 

Tranf.  As  for  what  he  will  demand  for 
the  ri(que 

Sir  Geo.  He  (hall  be  fatisfy'd. 

E  Tranf. 
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Tranf.  You  pay  the  attorney. 

Sir  Gco.  Amply,  amply;  Loader,  difpatch 
him. 

Load.  There,  there,  little  Transfer;  now 
every  thing  is  fettled.  All  terms  (hall  be 
comply'd  with,  reafonable  or  unreafonable. 
What,  our  principal  is  a  man  of  honour. 
[Ex.  Tr,J  Hey,  my  knight,  this  is  doing 
bufmels.  This  pinch  is  a  fure  card. 

Re-enter  Transfer. 

Tranf.  I  had  forgot  one  thing.  I  am  not 
the  principal;  you  pay  the  brokerage. 

Load.  Ay,  ay;  and  a  handfome  prefent 
into  the  bargain,  never  fear. 

Tranf.   Enough,  enough. 

Load.  Hark'e,  Transfer,  we'll  take  the 
Firmingham  hafts  and  Whitney  wares. 

Tranf.  They  mall  be  forthcoming. 

You  would  not  have  the  hay,  with  the  flints? 

Load.  Every  pebble  of 'em.  The  magi- 
ftrates  of  the  Baronet's  borough  are  infirm 
and  gouty.  He  mall  deal  them  as  new 
pavement.  [Ex.  Tr.]  So,  that's  fettled.  I 
believe,  knight,  I  can  lend  you  a  helping 
hand  as  to  the  laft  article.  I  know  fome 
traders  that  will  truck:  fellows  with  finery, 
Not  commodities  of  fuch  clumfey  convey- 
ance  as  old  Transfer's 

Sir  Geo.  You  are  obliging. 

Load. 
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Load.  I'll   do  it,   boy;  and  get  you,  into 
the    bargain,    a  bonny   auctioneer,  that  {ha! 
difpofe  of  'em  all  in  a  crack.  [Exit 

Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  Your  uncle,  fir,  has  been  waiting 
fome  time. 

Sir  Geo.  He  comes  in  a  lucky  hour.  Shew 
him  in.  [Ex.  Dick.]  Now  for  a  lecture.  My 
fituation  fha'n't  fink  my  fpirits,  however. 
Here  comes  the  mufty  trader,  running  over 
with  remonftrances.  I  muft  banter  the  cit. 

Enter  Richard  Wealthy. 

R.  Weal*  So,  fir,  what,  1  fuppofe,  this  is 
a  fpice  of  your  foreign  breeding,  to  let  your 
uncle  kick  his  heels  in  your  hall,  whilft 
your  prefence  chamber  is  crouded  with 
fpimps,  bawds,  and  gamefters. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  a  proof  of  my  refped:,  dear 
nuncle.  Would  it  have  been  decent  now, 
nuncle,  to  have  introduced  you  into  fuch 
company  ? 

R.  Weal.  Wonderfully  confiderate!  Well, 
young  man,  and  what  do  you  think  will  be 
the  end  of  all  this?  Here  I  have  received 
by  the  laft  mail,  a  quire  of  your  draughts 
from  abroad.  I  fee  you  are  determin'd  our 
neighbours  (hould  tafte  of  your  magnificence. 

Sir  Geo.  Yes,  I  think  I  did  fome  credit  to 
my  country. 

E  2  R,  Weal 
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R.  Weal.  And   ho\v  are  all   thefe   to   be 
paid  ? 

Sir  Geo.  That  I  fubmit  to  you,  dear  nun- 


R.  Weal.  From  me  I—  -  —  Not  a  foufe  to 
keep  you  from  the  counter. 

Sir  Geo.  Why  then  let  the  fcoundrels  ftay* 
It  is  their  duty.  I  have  other  demands,  debts 
of  honour,  which  muft  be  difcharg'd. 

R.  Weal.  Here's  a  diabolical  dirtinclion  \ 
Here's  a  prostitution  of  words!  —  Honour! 
'Sdeath,  that  a  rafeal,  who  has  pick'd  your 
pocket,  fhall  have  his  crime  gjlded  with  the 
mod  lacred  diftinftion,  and  his  plunder  punc- 
tually paidj  whilft  the  induftrioas  mechanic, 
who  ministers  to  your  very  wants,  fhall  have 
his  debt  delay  'd,  and  his  demand  treated  as 
infolent. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh  f  a  truce  to'  this  thread-bare 
trumpery,  dear  nuncle. 

R.  WeaL  I  eorvfefs  my  folly  j  but  mafec 
yodrfelf  eafy  ;  you  won't  be  troubled  with 
many  more  of  my  vifits.  I  own  I  was  weak 
enough  to  defign  a  fhort  expostulation  with 
you;  but  as  we  in  the  city  know  the  true 
value  of  time,  I  /hall  take  care  not  to  fquan- 
der  away  any  more  of  it  upon  you. 

Sir  Geo.  A  prudent  refolution. 
-    R.  Weal.  One    commiffion,    however,    I 
^  can't  difpenfe  with  myfelf  from  executing. 
"  "  --  It  was  agreed  between  your  father  and 

me- 


T  H  E     M  I  N  O  R.  53 

me,  that  as  he  had  but  one  fon  and  I  one 
daughter 

Sir  Geo.  Your  gettings  ftiould  be  added  to 
his  eflate,  and  my  coufin  Margery  and  I 
fquat  down  together  in  the  comfortable  flats 
of  matrimony. 

R.  Weal.  Puppy!  Such  was  our  intention. 
Now  his  laft  will  claims  this  contract. 

Sir  Qeo.  Difpatch,  dear  nuncle. 

R.  Weal.  Why  then,  in  ^  word,  fee  me 
here  demand  the  execution. 

Sir  Geo.  What  d'ye  mean  ?  For  me  to 
marry  JVJargery  ? 

R.  Weal  I  do. 

Sir  Geo.  What,  moi-me? 

jR.  Weal.  You,  you— —Your  anfwer,  ay 
pr  no  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Why  then  concifely  and  briefly, 
without  evafiori,  equivocation,  or  further 
circumlocution, -r-r— No. 

R.  Weal.  I  am  glad  of  it. 

Sir  Geo.  So  am  I. 

R.  Weal.  But  pray?  if  it  wou'd  not  be  too 
great  a  favour,  what  objections  can  you 
have  to  my  daughter?  Not  that  I  want  to 
remove  'em,  but  merely  out  of  curiofity, 
What  objections  ? 

Sir  Geo.  None.  I  neither  know  her,  have 
feen  her,  enquired  after  her,  or  ever  intend  it. 

R.  #W.*What,  perhaps,  I  am  the  ftum- 

block  ? 
Sir  Geo.  You.  have  hit  it. 

£3  R.  Weal. 
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R.  Weal.  Ay,  now  we  come  to  the  point, 
Well,  and  pray 

Sir  Geo.  Why  it  is  not  fo  much  a  diflike 
to  your  peribn,  tho1  that  is  exceptionable 
enough,  but  your  profefiion,  dear  nuncle,  is 
an  infuperable  obftacle. 

.  R.  Weal.  Goqd  lack!  And  what  harm  has 
that  done,  pray  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Done!  So  flain'd,  polluted,  and 
tainted  the  whole  mafs  of  your  blood,  thrown 
fuch  a  blot  on  your  Tcutcheon,  as  ten  regu- 
lar fuccerjions  can  hardly  efface. 

R.  Weal.  The  duce  ! 

Sir  Geo.  And  cou'd  you  now,  confidently 
with^your  duty  as  a  faithful  guardian,  re- 
<fcmrnend  my  union  with  the  daughter  of  a 
trader  ? 

R.  Weal.  Why,  indeed,  I  afk  pardon  ;  I 
am  afraid  I  did  not  weigh  the  matter  as  ma- 
turely as  I  ought. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  a  horrid,  barbarous  fcheme  ! 

R.  Weal.  But  then  1  thought  her  having 
the  honour  to  partake  of  the  fame  flelh  and 
blood  with  yourfelf,  might  prove  in  fome 
meafure,  a  kind  of  fullers-earth,  to  fcour 
out  the  dirty  fpots  cpntracled  by  commerce. 

Sir  Geo.  Impoffible! 

R.  W^aL  Befides,  here  it  has  been  the 
practice  even  of  peers. 

Sir  Geo.  Don't  mention  the  unnatural  in- 
tercourfe!  Thank  heav'n,  Mr.  Richar4 
Wealthy,  my  education  has  been  in  another 

country. 
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country,  where  I  have  been  too  well  in- 
ducted in  the  value  of  nobility,  to  think  of 
intermixing  it  with  the  offspring  of  a  Bour- 
gois.  Why,  what  apology  cou'd  I  make  to 
my  children,  for  giving  them  fuch  a  mo- 
ther? 

R,  Weal.  I  did  not  think  of  that.  Then 
I  mail  defpair,  I  am  afraid, 

.Sir  Geo.  I  can  afford  but  little  hopes. 
Tho',  upon  recollection — -?— Is  the  Griffettc* 
pretty  ? 

$.  Wefll,  A  parent  may  be  partial.  She 
is  thought  ib. 

Sir  Geo.  Ah  la  jolie  petite  Bourgoife  !  Poor 
girl,  I  fincerely  pity  her.  And  I  fuppofe, 
to  procure  her  emeriion  from  the  mercantile 
rnud,  no  confideration  wou'd  be  fpar'd. 

R.  Weal.  Why,  to  be  fure,  for  fuch  an 
honour,  one  wou'd  ftrain  a  point. 

Sir  Geo.  Why  then,  not  totally  to  deftroy 
your  hopes,  I  do  recoiled:  an  edicl:  in  favour 
of  Brittany  ;  that  when  a  man  of  distinction 
engages  in  commerce,  his  nobility  is  fyffer'd 
Jo  ileep. 

R.  Weal  Indeed  } 

Sir  Geo.  And  upon  his  quitting  the  con- 
tagious connection,  he  is  permitted  to  refume 
his  rank. 

R.  Weal.  That's  fortunate. 

Sir  Geo.  So,  nuncle  Richard,  if  you  will 
fell  out  of  the  ilocks,  (hut  up  your  counting-* 

houfe, 
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houfe,  and  quit  St.  Mary  Ax  for  Gro(Venor~ 
iquare 

R.  Weal.  What  then  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Why,  when  your  rank  has  had 
time  to  roufe  itiTelf,  for  I  think  your  npbi- 
bility,  nuncle,  has  had  a  pretty  long  nap,  if 
the  girl's  perfon  is  pleafing,  and  the  pur- 
chafe-money  is  adequate  to  the  ho.nour,  \ 
may  in  time  be  prevail'd  upon  to  reflore 
her  to  the  right  of  her  family. 

R.  Weal.  Amazing  condefcenfion  ! 

Sir  Geo.  Good-nature  is  my  foible.  '  But, 
upon  my  foul,  I  wou'd  not  have  gone  fo  far 
for  any  body  elfe. 

R.  Weal.  I  can  contain  no  longer.  Hear 
me,  fpendthrift,  prodigal,  do  you  know, 
that  in  ten  days  your  whole  revenue  won't 
purchafe  you  a  feather  to  adorn  your  empty 
head  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Hey  dey,  what's  the  matter  now  ? 

R.  Weal.  And  that  you  derive  every  acre 
of  your  boafted  patrimony  from  your  great 
uncle,  a  foap-boiler! 

Sir  Geo.  Infamous  afperfion  ! 
R.  Weal.  It  was  his  bags,  the  fruits  of  his 
honeft  induftry,  that  preterv'd  your  lazy, 
beggarly  nobility.  His  wealth  repair'd  your 
tottering  hall,  from  the  ruins  of  which,  even 
the  rats  had  run. 

Sir  Geo.  Better  our  name  had  perifh'dj 
Infupportable  !  foap-boiling,  uncle  ! 

R.  Weal 
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R.  Weal.  Traduce  a  trader  in  a  country 
of  commerce  !  It  is  treafon  againft  the  com- 
munity ;  and,  for  your  punishment,  I  wou'd 
have  you  reftor'd  to  the  fordid  condition  from 
whence  we  drew  you,  and  like  your  prede- 
ceffors,  the  Pi&s,  ftript,  painted,  and  fed 
upon  hips,  haws  and  blackberries. 

Sir  Geo.  A  truce,  dear  haberdamer. 

R.  Weal.  Onepleafure  I  have,  that  to  this 
gaol  you  are  upon  the  gallop  ;  but  have  a 
care,  the  fword  hangs  but  by  a  thread. 
When  next  we  meet,  know  me  for  the 
matter  of  your  fate.  [Exit. 

Sir  Geo.  Infolent  mechanic  !  But  that  his 
Bourgois  blood  wou'd  have  foil'd  my  fword — • 

Enter  Baron  and  Loader. 

Sir  Will.  What  is  de  matter  ? 

Sir  Geo.  A  fellow  here,  upon  the  credit 
of  a  little  affinity,  has  dar'd  to  upbraid  me 
with  being  fprung  from  a  foap-boiler. 

Sir  Will.  Vat,  you  from  the  boiler  of  foap! 

Sir  Geo.  Me. 

Sir  Will.  Aha,  begar,  dat  is  anoder  ting 
—And  harka  you,  mifter  monlieur,  ha*— 
how  dare  a  you  Jiave  d'affrontary — 

Sir  Geo.  How ! 

Sir  Will.  De  impertinence  to  fit  down, 
play  wid  me  ? 

Sir  Geo.  What  is  this  ? 

Sir  Will.  A  beggarly  Bourgois  vis-a-vis,  a 
J)arpn  of  twenty  defcents. 

Load 
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Load.  But  baron — — 

Sir  Will.  Bygar,  I  am  almoft  afham'd  to 
win  of  fuch  a  low,  dirty— Give  me  my 
monies,  and  let  me  never  fee  your  face. 

Load.  Why,  but  baron,  you  miftake  this 
tiling,  I  know  thje  old  buck  this  fellow  prates 
about. 

Six  Witt.  Maybe. 

Load.  Pigeon  me,  as  true  a  gentleman  as 
the  grand  fignior.  He  was,  indeed,  a  good- 
natur'd,  obliging,  friendly  fellow ;  and  being 
a  great  judge  of  foap,  tar,  and  train-oil,  he 
us'd  to  have  it  home  to  his  houie,  ^nd  fell  if 
to  his  acquaintance  for  ready  money,  to  ferye 
them. 

Sir  Will.  Was  dat  all  ? 

Load.  Upon  my  honour. 

Sir  Will.  Oh,  dat,  dat  is  anoder  ting.  By- 
gar  I  was  afraid  he  was  negotiant. 

Load.  Nothing  like  it. 

Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  A  gentleman  to  enquire  for  Mr. 
Loader. 

Load.  I  come — A  pretty  fon  of  a  bitch, 
this  baron  !  pimps  for  the  man,  picks  his 
pocket,  and  then  wants  to  kick  him  out  of 
company,  becaufe  his  uncle  was  an  oilman. 

[Exit, 

Sir  Will.  I  beg  pardon,  chevalier,  I  was 
miftake. 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  Oh,  don't  mention  it, ;  had  the 
flam  been  facl:,  your  behaviour  was  natural 
enough. 

Enter  Loader. 

Load.  Mr.  Smirk,  the  auctioneer. 
Sir  Geo.  Shew  him  in,  by  all  means. 

[ftxit  Loader* 
Sir  Will  You  have  affair. 
Sir  Geo.  If  you'll  walk  into  the  next  room, 
they  will  be  nnifhed  in  five  minutes. 

Enter  Loader,  with    Shift  as  Smirk. 

Load.  Here,  matter  Smirk,  this  is  the 
gentleman.  Hark'e,  knight,  did  I  not  tell 
you,  old  Mol}  was  yqur  mark  ?  Here  ihe 
has  brought  a  pretty  piece  of  man's  meat 
already ;  as  fweet  as  a  nofegay,  and  as  ripe 
as  a  cherry,  you  rogue.  Difpatch  him,  mean 
time  we'll  manage  the  girl.  [Exit* 

Smirk.  You  are  the  principal. 

Sir  Geo.  Even  fo.  I  have,  Mr.  Smirk, 
fome  things  of  a  confiderable  value,  which 
J  want  to  difpofe  of  immediately. 

Sujirk.     You  have  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Could  you  afTift  me  ? 

Smirk.   Doubtlefs. 

Sir  Geo.  But  diredly  ? 

Smirk.  We  have  an  auction  at  twelve.  I'll 
add  your  cargo  to  the  catalogue. 

jpir  Geo.  Can  that  be  done  ? 

Smirk 
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§mirk.  Every  day's  practice  :  it  is  for  the 
credit  of  the  fale.  Latt  week,  amongft  the 
valuable  effects  of  a  gentleman,  going  abroad, 
I  fold  a  choice  collection  of  china,  with  g. 
curious  fervice  of  plate  ;  though  the  real 
party  was  never  matter  of  above  two  Delft 
dimes,  and  a  dozen  of  pewter,  in  all  his 
life. 

Sir  Geo.  Very  artificial,  putthismuftbc 
conceal'd.' 

Smirk.  Bury'd  fiere.  Oh,  many  an  ai- 
grette and  folitaire  have  I  fold,  to  difcharge 
a  lady's  play-debt.  But  then  we  mutt  know; 
the  parties  j  otherwife  it  might  be  knockt 

down  to  the  hulband  himfelf.     Ha,  ha - 

Hey  ho! 

Sir  Geo.  True.  Upon  my  word,  your 
profeffion  requires  parts. 

Smirk.'  No  body's  more.  Did  you  ever 
hear,  Sir  George,  what  firft  Brought  me 
into  the  bufmefs  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Never. 

Smirk.  Quite  an  accident,  as  I  may  fay. 
You  muft  have  known  my  predeceffor,  Mr. 
Prig,  the  greateft  man  in  the  world,  in'his 
way,  ay,  or  that  ever  was,  or  ever  will  be  ; 
quite  a  jewel  of  a  man  j  he  would  touchyou 
up  a  lot  ;  there  was  no  refitting  him.  He 
wou'd  force  you  to  bid,  whether  you  wou'd 
pr  no.  I  mall  never  fee  his  equal. 

Sir  Geo.  You  are  modeft,  Mr.  Smirk, 

S?nirk9 
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Smirk.  No,  no,  but  his  fhadow.  Far  be 
it  from  me,  to  vie  with  great  man.  But 
as  I  was  faying,  my  predeceflbr,  Mr.  Prig, 
was  to  have  a  fale  as  it  might  be  on  a  Satur- 
day. On  Friday  at  noon,  I  mall  never  for- 
get the  day,  he  was  fuddenly  feiz'd  with  ^ 
violent  cholic.  He  fent  for  rfie  to  his  bed- 
fide,  fqueez'd  me  by  the  hand  ;  Dear  Smirk* 
faid  he,  what  an  accident  !  You  know  what 
is  to-morrow;  the  greateft  mew  this  fea- 
fon ;  prints,  pictures,  bronzes,  butterflies, 
medals,  and  minionettes  ;  all  the  world  will 
be  there  j  lady  Dy  Jofs,  Mrs.  Nankyn,  the 
dutchefs  of  Dupe,  and  every  body  at  all  : 
You  fee  my  ftate,  it  will  be  impoiTible  for 
me  to  mount.  What  can  I  do  ? — It  was  not 
for  me,  you  know,  to  advife  that  great  man. 

Sir  Geo.  No,  no. 

Smirk.  At  laft,  looking  wimfully  at  me* 
Smirk,  fays  he,  d'you  love  me  ?— -Mr*  Prig, 
can  you  doubt  it  ?^ — -I'll  put  it  to  the  teft> 
fays  he  ;  fupply  my  place  to-morrow. — » 
I,  eager  to  (hew  my  love,  ramly  and  rapidly 
replied,  I  will. 

Sir  Geo.  That  was  bold; 

Smirk.  Abfolute  madnefs.  But  I  had 
gone  too  far  to  recede.  Then  the  point  was* 
to  prepare  for  the  aweful  occaiion.  The  firft 
want  that  occurred  to  me,  was  a  wig  j  but 
this  was  too  material  an  article  to  depend 
on  my  own  judgment.  I  refolved  to  confult 

my  friends.  I  told  them  the  affair You 

hear, 
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hear,  gentlemen,  what  has  happen'd  j  Mr, 
Prig,  one  of  the  greateft  men  in  his  way^ 
the  world  ever  faw,  or  ever  will,  quite  a 
jewel  of  a  man,  taken  with  a  violent  fit 
of  the  cholic  ;  to-morrow,  the  greateft  mew 
this  feafon  ;  prints,  pictures,  bronzes,  but- 
terflies, medals,  and  minionettes  ;  every  body 
in  the  world  to  be  there  -,  lady  Dy  Jofs, 
Mrs.  Nankyn,  dutchefs  of  Dupe,  and  all 
mankind  ;  it  being  impoffible  he  mould 
mount,  1  have  confented  to  fell  They 
ftar'd — It  is  true,  gentlemen.  Now  I  mould 
be  glad  to  have  your  opinions  as  to  a  wig. 
They  were  divided  :  fome  recommended  a 
tye,  others  a  bag :  one  mention'd  a  bob,  but 
was  foon  over-rul'd.  Now,  for  my  part,  I 
own,  I  rather  inclin  d  to  the  bag  ;  but  to 
avoid  the  imputation  of  ramnefs,  I  refolv'd 
to  take  Mrs.  Smirk's  judgment,  my  wife, 
a  dear  good  woman,  fine  in  figure,  high  in 
tafte,  a  fuperior  genius,  and  knows  old  china 
like  a  Nabob. 

Sir  Geo.  What  was  her  decifion  ? 

Smirk.  I  told  her  the  cafe — My  dear,  you 
know  what  has  happen'd.  My  good  friend, 
Mr.  Prig,  the  greareft  man  in  the  world,  in 
his  way,  that  ever  was,  or  ever  will  be,  quite 
a  jewel  of  a  man,  a  violent  fit  of  the  cholic 
the  gieateft  mew  this  feafon,  to-mor- 
row, pictures,  and  every  thing  in  the  world  ; 
all  the  world  will  be  there  :  now,  as  it  is 
impoffible  he  mould,  1  mcunt  in  his  ftead. 

You 
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You  know  the  importance  of  a  wig;  I  have 
aik'd  my  friends — fome  recommended  a  tye, 
others  a  bag — what  is  ycur  opinion?  Why, 
to  deal  freely,  Mr.  Smirk,  fays  {he,  a  tye 
for  your  round,  regular,  fmilirg  face  would 
be  rather  too  formal,  and  a  bag  too  boyifh, 
deficient  in  dignity  for  the  folemn  occafion ; 
were  I  worthy  to  advife,  you  ihould  wear  a 
fomething  between  both. — I'll  be  hang'd,  if 
you  don't  mean  a  major.  I  jumpt  at  the 
hint,  and  a  major  it  was. 

Sir  Geo.  So,  that  was  fixt. 

Smirk.  Finally.  But  next  day,  *when  I 
came  to  mount  the  roftrum,  then  was  the 
tryal.  My  limbs  (hook,  and  my  tongue 
trembled.  The  firft  lot  was  a  chamber- 
utenfil,  in  Chelfea  china,  of  the  pea-greea 
pattern.  It  occafioned  a  great  laugh  ;  but  I 
got  thro'  it.  Her  grace,  indeed,  gave  me 
great  encouragement.  I  overheard  her  whif- 
per  to  lady  Dy,  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Smirk 
does  it  very  well.  Very  well,  indeed,  Mr. 
Smirk,  addrefling  herfelf  to  me.  I  made  an 
acknowledging  bow  to  her  grace,  as  in  duty 
bound.  But  one  flower  flounced  involunta- 
rily from  me  that  day,  as  I  may  fay.  I  re- 
member, Dr.  Trifle  call'd  it  enthufiafHc,  and 
pronounc'd  it  a  prefage  of  my  future  great- 
nefs. 

Sir  Geo.     What  was  that  ? 

Smirk.  Why,  fir,  the  lot  was  a  Guido;  a 
fmgle  figure,  a  marvellous  fine  performance ; 

well 
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well  preferv'd,  and  highly  fin ifli'd.  It  (luck 
at  five  and  forty ;  I,  charm'd  with  the  pic- 
turej  and  piqu'd  at  the  people,  A  going  for 
five  and  forty,  no  body  more  than  five  and 

forty  ? Pray,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  look 

at  this  piece*  quite  fleftr  and  blood,  and  only 
wants  a  touch  from  the  torch  of  Prometheus, 
to  ftart  from  the  canvafs  and  fall  a  bidding. 
A  general  plaudit  enfu'd,  I  bow'd,  and  in 
three  minutes  knock'd  it  down  at  fixty-three, 
ten. 

Sir  Geo.  That  was  a  ftroke  at  leaft  equal 
to  your  mafter. 

Smirk.  O  dear  me!  You  did  not  know  the 
great  man,  alike  in  every  thing.  He  had  afi 
much  to  fay  upon  a  ribbon  as  a  Raphael. 
His  manner  was  inimitably  fine.  I  re- 
member, they  took  him  off  at  the  play- 
houfe,  fome  time  agoj  pleafant,  but  wrong. 
Public  characters  mou'd  not  be  fported  with 
— They  are  facred- But  we  lofe  time. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  in  the  lobby,  on  the  table* 
you  will  find  the  particulars. 

Smirk.  We  (hall  fee  you.  There  will  be  a 
world  of  company.  I  mall  pleafe  you.  But 
the  great  nicety  of  our  art  is,  the  eye.  Mark 
how  mine  ikims  round  the  room.  Some  bid- 
ders are  my,  and  only  advance  with  a  nod; 
but  1  nail  them.  One,  two,  three,  four, 
five.  You  will  be  furpriz'd — Ha,  ha,  ha,— 
heigh  ho  1  [Exit* 

ACT 
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ACT        III. 

"Enter  Sir  George  and  Loader. 
Sir  George. 

A  Mod  infernal  run.  Let's  fee,  (Pulls 
out  a  card.)  Loader  a  thoufand,  the 

Baron  two,  Tally Enough  to  beggar  a 

banker.  Every  Shilling  of  Transfer's  lupply 
exhaufted  !  nor  will  even  the  fale  of  my 
moveables  prove  fufficient  to  difcharge  my 
debts.  DeatNh  and  the  devil!  In  what  a  com- 
plication of  calamities  has  a  few  days  plung'd 
me  !  And  no  refource  ? 

Load.  Knight,  here's  old  Moll  come  to 
wait  on  you  j  me  has  brought  the  tid-bit  I 
fpoke  of.  Shall  I  Bid  her  fend  her  in  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Pray  do.  [Exit  Loader. 

Enter  Mrs.  Cole  and  Lucy. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Come  along,  Lucy.  You  bafh- 
ful  baggage,  I  thought  I  had  filenc'd  your 
fcruples.  Don't  you  remember  what  Mr. 
Squintum  faid  ?  A  woman's  not  worth  fav- 
ing,  that  won't  be  guilty  of  a  fwiriging  fin; 
for  then  they  have  matter  to  repent  upon. 
Here,  your  honour,  I  leave  her  to  your  ma- 
F  nagement. 


66  T  H  E     M  I  N  O  R. 

nagement.  She  is  young,  tender,  and  timid; 
does  not  know  what  is  for  her  own  good : 
but  your  honour  will  foon  teach  her.  I 
wou'd  willingly  ftay,  but  I  muft  not  lofe  the 
lefture.  [Exit. 

Sir  Geo.  Upon  my  credit,  a  fine  figure ! 

Aukward Can't  produce  her  publicly  as 

mine;  but  (he  will  do  for  private  amufement 

Will  you  be  feated,  mifs? Dumb! 

quite  a  picture !  She  too  wants  a  touch  of 
the  Promethean  torch — Will  you  be  fo  kind, 
ma'am,  to  walk  from  your  frame  and  take 

a  chair  ? Come,  pr'ythee,  why  fo  coy  ? 

Nay,  I  am  not  very  adroit  in  the  cuftorn  of 
this  country.  I  fuppofe  I  muft  conduct  you 
— - — Come,  mifs. 

Lucy.  O,  fir. 

Sir  Geo.  Child ! 

Lucy.  If  you  have  any  humanity,  fpare 
me. 

Sir  Geo.  In  tears!  What  can  this  mean? 
Artifice.  A  project  to  raife  the  price,  I  fup- 
pofe. Look'e,  my  dear,  you  may  fave  this 
piece  of  pathetic  for  another  occafion.  It 
won't  do  with  me;  I  arn  no  novice— So, 
child,  a  truce  to  your  tragedy,  1  beg. 

Lucy.  Indeed  you  wrong  me,  fir;  indeed 
you  do. 

Sir  Geo.  Wrong  you  !  how  came  you  here, 
and  for  what  purpoie  ? 
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Lucy.  A  fhameful  one.  I  know  it  all,  and 
yet  believe  me,  fir,  I  am  innocent. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  I  don't  queftion  that*  Your 
pious  patroneis  is  a  proof  of  your  innocence. 

Lucy.  What  can  I  fay  to  gain  your  credit  ? 
And  yet,  fir,  ftrong  as  appearances  are  againfl 
me,  by  all  that's  holy,  you  fee  me  here,  a 
poor  diftreft,  involuntary  victimi 

Sir  Geo.  Her  ftyle's  above  the  common 
clafs ;  her  tears  are  real. — Rife,  child. — How 
the  poor  creature  trembles ! 

Lucy.   Say  then  I  am  fafe. 

Sir  Geo.  Fear  nothing. 

Lucy.  May  heaven  reward  you.  I  can- 
not. 

Sir  Geo.  Pr'ythee,  child,  colleft  yourfelf, 
and  help  me  to  unravel  this  myftery*  You 
came  hither  willingly  ?  There  was  no  force  ? 

Lucy.  None. 

Sir  Geo.  You  know  Mrs.  Cole* 

Lucy*  Too  well. 

Sir  Geo.  How  came  you  then  to  truft 
her? 

Lucy.  Mine,  fir,  is  a  tedious,  melancholy 
tale. 

Sir  Geo.  And  artlefs  too  ? 

Lucy.  As  innocence. 

Sir  Geo.  Give  it  me. 

Lucy.  It  will  tire  you* 

Sir  Geo.  Not  If  it  be  true.  Be  juft,  and 
you  will  find  me  generous* 

F  2  Lacy, 
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Lucy.  On  that,  fir,  I  rely'd  in  venturing 
hither. 

Sir  Geo.  You  did  me  juftice.  Truft  me 
with  all  your  ftory.  If  you  deferve,  depend 
upon  my  protection. 

Lucy.  Some  months  ago,  fir,  I  was  con- 
fider'd  as  the  joint  heirels  of  a  refpectable, 
wealthy  merchant ;  dear  to  my  friends, 
happy  in  my  profpects,  and  my  father's  fa- 
vourite. 

Sir  Geo.  His  name. 

Lucy.  There  you  muft  pardon  me.  Un- 
kind and  cruel  tho'  he  has  been  tome,  let  me 
difcharge  the  duty  of  a  daughter,  fufFer  in 
filence,  nor  bring  reproach  on  him  who  gave 
Hie  being. 

Sir  Geo.  I  applaud  your  piety. 

Lucy.  At  this  happy  period,  my  father, 
judging  an  addition  of  wealth  muft  bring  an 
increafe  of  happinefs,  refolved  to  unite  me 
with  a  man,  fordid  in  his  mind,  brutal  in 
his  manners,  and  riches  his  only  recom- 
mendation. My  refufal  of  this  ill-fuited 
match,  tho'  mildly  given,  enflamed  my  fa- 
ther's temper,  naturally  choleric,  alienated 
his  affections,  and  banim'd  me  his  houfe, 
diftreft  and  deftitute. 

Sir  Geo.  Wou'd  no  friend  receive  you  ? 

Lucy.  Alas,  how  few  are  friends  to  the 
untortunate!  Befidcs,  I  knew,  fir,  fuch  a 
ilep  wou'd  be  confider'd  by  my  Father,  as  an 

appeal 
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appeal  from  his  juftice.  I  therefore  retir'd 
to  a  remote  corner  of  the  town,  trufting,  as 
my  only  advocate,  to  the  tender  calls  of  na- 
ture, in  his  cool,  reflecting  hours. 

Sir  Geo.  How   came   you   to   know   this 
woman  ? 

Lucy.  Accident  plac'd  me  in  a  houfe,  the 
miftrefs  of  which  profefs'd  the  fame  princi- 
ples with  my  infamous  conduclrefs.    There, 
as  enthufiafm  is  the  child  of  melancholy,  I 
caught  the  infection.     A  conilant  attendance 
on  their  afTemblies  procured  me  the  acquaint- 
ance of  this   woman,   whofe  extraordinary 
zeal  and  devotion  firft  drew  my  attention  and 
confidence.     I  trufted  her  with   my  ftory, 
and  in  return,  receiv'd  the  warmeft  invita- 
tion to  take  the  protection-  of  her  houfe, 
This  I  unfortunately  accepted. 
Sir  Geo,  Unfortunately  indeed  ! 
Lucy.  By  the  decency  of  appearances,  I 
was  fome  time  impofedupon.  But  an  accident, 
which  you  will  excufe   my   repeating,   re- 
veal'd  all  the  horror  of  my  fituation.     I  will 
not  trouble  you  wi^h  a  recital  of  all  the  arts 
ys'd  to  feduce  me :   Happily  they   hitherto 
have  fail'd.     But  this  morning  I   was  ac- 
quainted with  my  deftiny;  and   no   other 
election  left  me,  but  immediate  compliance, 
or  a  jail.     In  this  defperate  condition,  you 
cannot   wonder,   fir,   at  my  choofing  rather 
to  rely  on  the  generofity  of  a  gentleman,  than 
F  3  th« 
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the  humanity  of  a  creature  infenfible  to  pity, 
and  void  of  every  virtue. 

Sir  Geo.  The  event  fhall  juftify  your 
choice.  You  have  my  faith  and  honour  for 
your  fecurity.  For  tho'  I  can't  boaft  of  my 
own  goodnefs,  yet  [  have  an  honeft  feeling 
for  afflicted  virtue;  and,  however  unfamion- 
able,  a  fpirit  that  dares  afford  it  protection. 
Give  me  your  hand.  As  foon  as  I  have  dif- 
patch'd  fome  preffing  bufinefs  here,  I  will 
lodge  you  in  an  aiylum,  facred  to  the  di- 
ftrelles  of  your  fex ;  where  indigent  beauty 
is  guarded  from  temptations,  and  deluded 
innocence  refcu'd  from  infamy.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Shift. 

Zooks,  I  have  toil'd  like  a  horfc;  quite 
tir'd,  by  Jupiter.  And  what  fhall  I  get  for 
my  pains?  The  old  fellow  here  talks  of 
making  me  eafy  for  life.  Eafy!  And  what 
does  he  mean  by  eafy  ?  He'll  make  me  an 
excife-man,  I  fuppoie,  and  fp  with  an  ink- 
Ijorn  at  my  button-hole,  and  a  taper  fwitch 
in  my  hand,  I  (hall  run  about  gauging  of 
beer-barrels.  No,  that  will  never  do.  This 
lad  here  is  no  fool.  Foppim,  indeed.  He 
does  not  want  parts,  no,  nor  principles  neir 
ther.  I  overheard  Jiis  fcene  with  the  girl. 
I  think  I  may  truft  him.  I  have  a  great  mind 
&  ^venture  it.  It  is ;  _a  fhamc  to  have  him 

dup'd 
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dup'd  by  this  old  don.  It  muft  not  be,  I'll 
in  and  unfold — Ha ! — Egad,  I  have  a  thought 
too,  which,  if  my  heir  apparent  can  execute. 
1  (hall  ftill  lie  conceal  d,  and  perhaps  be 
rewarded  on  both  fides. 

I  have  it, — 'tis  engender'd,  piping  hr>t, 
And  now,  Sir  Knight,  I'll  match  you  with 
a  plot.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  William  and  Richard  Wealthy. 

R.  Weal.  Well,  I  fuppofe,  by  this  time, 
you  are  fatisfied  what  a  fcoundrel  you  have 
brought  into  the  world,  and  are  ready  to 
fini{h  your  foolery. 

Sir  Will.  Got  to  the  cataftrophe,  good 
brother. 

R.  Weal.  Let  us  have  it  over  then. 

Sir  WilL  I  have  already  alarmed  all  his 
tradefmen.  I  fuppofe  we  mail  foon  have 
him  here,  with  a  legion  of  bailiffs  and  con- 
ftables.  Oh,  you  have  my  will  about 
you? 

R.  Weal.   Yes,  yes. 

Sir  WilL  It  is  almoft  time  to  produce  it, 
or  read  him  the  claufe  that  relates  to  his  re- 
jecting your  daughter.  That  will  do  his 
bufinefs.  But  they  come.  I  muft  return  to 
my  character. 

F  4  Enter 
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Enter  Shift. 

Shift.  Sir,  fir,  we  are  all  in  the  wrong 
box  ;  .our  fcheme  is  blown  up ;  your  fon  has 
det^.ted  Loader  and  Tally,  and  is  playing  the 
very  devil  within. 

Sir  Will.  Oh,  the  bunglers ! 

Shift*  Now  for  it,  youngfter. 

Enter  Sir  George,  driving  in   Loader   and 
another. 

Sir  Geo.  Rafcals,  robbers,  that,  like  the 
locuft,  mark  the  road  you  have  taken,  by 
the  ruin  and  defolation  you  leave  behind 
you. 

Load.  Sir  George! 

Sir  Geo.  And  can  youth,  however  cautious, 
be  guarded  againftfuch  deep-laid,  complicated 
villany  ?  Where  are  the  reftof  your  diabolical 

crew?  your  auctioneer,  ufurer,  and O 

lir,  are  you  here  ? — —I  am  glad  you  have 
not  efcaped  us,  however. 

Sir  Will.  What  de  devil  is  de  matter  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Your  birth,  which  I  believe  an 
impofition,  preferves.you,  however,  from  the 
difcipline  thofe  rogues  have  receiv'd.  A  ba- 
ron, a  nobleman,  a  marper!  O  fhame!  It  is 
enough  to  banifli  all  confidence,  from  the 
world.  On  whofe  faith  can  we  rely,  when 

thofe, 
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thofe,  whofe  honour  is  held  as  faced  as  an 
oath,  unmindful  of  their  dignity,  defcend 
to  rival  pick-pockets  in  their  infamous  arts. 
What  are  thefe  [pulls  out  dice]  pretty 
implements?  The  fruits  of  your  leifure 
hours !  They  are  dextroufly  done.  You 
have  a  fine  mechanical  turn. — Dick,  fecure 
the  door. 

Mrs.  CQ\Q,  fpeaking  as  entering* 

Mrs.  Cole.  Here  I  am,  atlaft.  Well,  and 
how  is  your  honour,  and  the  little  gentlewo- 
man ? — Blefs  me  !  what  is  the  matter  here? 

Sir  Geo.  I  am,  madam,  treating  your 
friends  with  a  cold  collation,  and  you  are 
opportunely  come  for  your  (hare.  The  little 
gentlewoman  is  fafe,  and  in  much  better 
hands  than  you  defigned  her.  Abominable 
hypocrite !  who,  tottering  under  the  load 
of  irreverent  age  and  infamous  difeafes, 
inflexibly  proceed  in  the  practice  of  every 
vice,  impioufly  proftituting  the  moft  facrcd 
inftitutions  to  the  moft  infernal  purpofes. 

Mrs.  Cole.  I  hope  your  honour 

Sir  Geo.  Take  her  away,  As  you  have 
been  fmgular  in  your  penitence,  you  ought 
to  be  diftinguifh'd  in  your  penance  -,  which, 
I  promife  you,  mail  be  moft  publickly  and 
plentifully  beftow'd,  [Exit  Cole. 

Enter 
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Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  The  conftables,  fir. 

Sir  Geo.  Let  them  come  in,  that  I  ma 
confign  thefe  gentlemen  to  their  care. 
Sir  Will.]  Your  letters  of  nobility  you  will 
produce  in  a  court  of  juftice.  Tho',  if  I 
read  you  right,  you  are  one  of  thofe  indigent, 
itinerant  nobles  of  your  own  creation, 
which  our  reputation  for  hofpitality  draws 
hither  in  fhoals,  to  the  fhame  of  our  un- 
derftanding,  the  imparing  of  our  fortunes, 
and,  when  you  are  trufted,  the  betraying  of 
our  defigns.  Officers,  do  your  duty. 

Sir  Will.  Why,  don't  you  know  me  ? 
1    Sir  Geo.  Juft  as  I  guefs'd     An  importer. 
He  has  rccover'd  the  free  ufe  of  his  tongue 
.already. 

Sir  Will.  Nay,  but  George. 

Sir  Geo.  Inlbknt   familiarity !  away  with 
him. 

Sir  Will.  Hold,  hold,   a  moment.     Bro- 
ther Richard,  fet  this  matter  to  rights. 

R.  Weal.  Don't  you  know  him  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Know  him !  The  very  queftion 
is  an  affront, 

R.  Weal.  Nay,  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  Tis 
your  father,  you  fool. 

Sir  Geo.  My  father!  Impoffible! 

§ir  Will.  That  may  fre,  but  'tis  true, 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  My  father  alive !  Thus  let  me 
greet  the  blemng. 

Sir  Will.  Alive  !  Ay,  and  I  believe  I  fha'nt 
be  in  a  hurry  to  die  again. 

Sir.  Geo.  But,  dear  fir,  the  report  of  your 
death- and  this  difguife to  what 

Sir  Will.  Don't  afk  any  questions.  Your 
uncle  will  tell  you  all.  For  njy  part,  I  am 
fick  of  the  fcheme. 

R.  Weal.  I  told  you  what  would  come  of 
your  politics. 

Sir  Will.  You  did  fo.  But  if  it  had  not 
been  for  thofe  clumfy  fcoundrels,  the  plot 

was   as  good  a  plot O  George,   fuch  dif- 

coveries  I  have  to  make.     Within  I'll  un- 
ravel the  whole. 

Sir  Geo.  Perhaps,  fir,  1  may  match  'em. 

Shift.  Sir.  [Pulls  him  by  thejleeve. 

Sir  Geo.  Never  fear.  It  is  impoflible,  gen- 
tlemen, to  determine  your  fate,  till  this  mat- 
ter is  more  fully  explain'd ;  till  when,  keep 

'em  in  fafe  cuftody.- Do  you  know  them, 

fir? 

Sir  Will.  Yes,  but  that's  more  than  they 
did  me.  I  can  cancel  your  debts  there,  and, 
I  believe,  prevail  on  thofe  gentlemen  to  re- 
fund too But  you  have  been  a  fad  pro- 
fligate young  dog,  George. 

Sir  Geo.  1  can't  boaft  of  my  goodnefs,  fir, 
but  I  think  I  could  produce  you  a  proof,  that 
I  ani  not  fo  totally  deftitute  of 

Sir 
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Sir  Will  Ay  !   Why  then  pr'ythce  do. 

Sir  Geo.  I  have,  fir,  this  day,  refifted  a 
temptation,  that  greater  pretenders  to  mo- 
rality might  have  yielded  to.  But  I  will 
truft  myfelf  no  longer,  and  muft  crave  your 
interposition  and  protection. 

Sir  Will  To  what? 

Sir  Geo.  I  will  attend  you  with  the  ex- 
planation in  an  inftant.  [Exit. 

Sir  Will.  Pr'ythee,  Shift,  what  does  he 
mean? 

Shift.  I  believe  I  can  guefs. 

Sir  Will.  Let  us  have  it. 

Shift.  I  fuppofe  the  affair  I  overheard  juft 
now,  a  prodigious  fine  elegant  girl,  faith, 
that,  discarded  by  her  family,  for  refufing 
to  marry  her  grandfather,  fell  into  the  hands 
of  the  venerable  lady  you  faw,  who  being 
the  kind  caterer  for  your  fon's  amufements, 
brought  her  hither  for  a  purpofe  obvious 
enough.  But  the  young  gentleman,  touch'd 
with  her  ftory,  truth,  and  tears,  was  con- 
verted from  the  fpoiler  of  her  honour  to 
the  protedor  of  her  innocence. 

Sir  Will.  Look'e  there,  brother,  did  not 
I  tell  you  that  George  was  not  fo  bad  at  the 
bottom ! 

R.  Weal.  This  does  indeed  atone  for  half 
the'  •  But  they  arc  here. 
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Enter  Sir  George  and  Lucy. 

Sir  Geo.  Fear  nothing,  madam,  you  may 
fafely  rely  on  the . 

Lucy.  My  father  I 

R.  Weal  Lucy ! 

Lucy.  O,  fir,  can  you  forgive  your  poor 
diftreft  unhappy  girl  ?  You  fcarce  can  guefs 
how  hardly  I've  been  us'd,  fince  my  banifh- 
ment  from  your  paternal  roof.  Want,  pin- 
ing want,  anguifh  and  fhame,  have  been  my 
conftant  partners. 

Sir  Will.  Brother! 

Sir  Geo.  Sir! 

Lucy.  Father! 

R.  Weal  Rife,  child,  'tis  I  mud  afk  thes 
forgivenefs.  Can  ft  thou  forget  the  woes 
I've  made  thee  fuffer  ?  Come  to  my  arms 
once  more,  thou  darling  of  my  age. — What 
mifchief  had  my  ramnefs  nearly  compleated. 
Nephew,  I  fcarce  can  thank  you  as  1  ought, 
but 

Sir  Geo.  I  am   richly  paid,  in   being  the 

happy  instrument Yet,  might  I  urge  a 

wifh 

R.  Weal.  Name  it. 

Sir  Geo.  That  you  would  forgive  my  fol- 
lies of  to-day;  and,  as  I  have  been  provi* 
dentially  the  occalional  guardian  of  your 

daughter's 
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daughter's  honour,  that  you  would  beftovtf 
on  me  that  right  for  life. 

R.  Weal.  That  muft  depend  on  Lucy  j 
her  will,  not  mine,  mall  now  direct  her 
choice — What  fays  your  father  ? 

Sir  Will.  Me!  Oh,  I'll  Ihew  you  in  an 
inftant.  Give  me  your  hands.  There  chil- 
dren, now  you  are  join'd,  and  the  devil  take 
him  that  wi  flies  to  part  you. 

Sir  Geo.  I  thank  you  for  us  both. 

R.  WeaL  Happinefs  attend  you. 

Sir  Will*  Now,  brother,  I  hope  you  will 
allow  me  to  be  a  good  plotter.  All  this  was 
brought  to  bear  by  my  means. 

Shift.  With  my  affiftance,  I  hope  you'll 
own,  fir. 

Sir  Witt.  That's  true,  honeft  Shift,  and 
thou  (halt  be  richly  rewarded;  nay,  George 
(hall  be  your  friend  too.  This  Shift  is  an 
ingenious  fellow,  let  me  tell  you,  fon. 

Sir  Geo.  I  am  no  ftranger  to  his  abilities, 
fir.  But,  if  you  pleafe,  we  will  retire.  The 
various  flruggles  of  this  fair  fufferer  require 
the  foothing  foftnefs  of  a  fitter's  love.  And 
now,  fir,  I  hope  your  fears  for  me  are  over; 
for  had  I  not  this  motive  to  reftrain  my 
follies,  yet  I  now  know  the  town  too  well 
to  be  ever  its  bubble,  and  will  take  care  to 
preferve,  at  leaft, 

Some  mere  eftate,  and  principles,  and  wit, 
Than  brokers,  bawds,  andgameftersihall  think  fit, 

SHIFT, 
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SHIFT,  addrejjing  blmfelf  to  Sir  George. 

And  what  becomes  of  your  poor  fervant  Shift? 

Your  father  talks  of  lending  me  a  lift • 

A  great  man's  promife,  when  his  turn  is  ferv'd! 
Capons  on  promifes  wou'd  foon  be  ftarv'd : 
No,  on  myfelf  alone,  I'll  now  rely: 

'Gad  I've  a  thriving  traffic  in  my  eye 

Near  the  mad  manfions  of  Moorfields  I'll  bawl ; 
Friends,  fathers,  mothers,  filters,  fons,  and  all, 
Shut  up  your  fhops,  and  liften  to  my  call. 
With  labour,  toil,  allfecond  meansdifpenfe, 
And  live  a  rent-charge  upon  Providence. 
Prick  up  your  ears;  a  ftory  now  I'll  tell,  j 

Which  once  a  widow,  and  her  child  befel,          X 
I  knew  the  mother,  and  her  daughter  well ;       * 
Poor,  it  is  true,  they  were  j  but  never  wanted, 
For  whatfoe'er  they  afk'd,  was  always  granted: 
One  fatal  day,  the  matron's  truth  was  try'd, 
She  wanted  meat  and  drink,  and  fairly  cry'd. 
[Child.]  Mother,  you  cry  !  [Motb.j  Oh,   child, 

I've  got  no  bread. 
[Child.]  What  matters  that  ?  Why  Providence  an't 

dead! 

With  reafon  good,  this  truth  the  child  might  fay, 
For  there  came  in  at  noon,  that  very  day, 
Bread,  greens,  potatoes,  and  a  leg  of  mutton, 
A  better  fure  a  table  ne'er  was  put  on  : 
Ay,  that  might  be,  ye  cry,  with  thole  poor  fouls; 
But  we  ne'er  had  a  rafher  for  the  coals. 
And  d'ye  deferve  it  ?  How  d'ye  fpend  your  days  ? 
In  paftimes,  prodigality,  and  piays  ! 
Let's  go  fee  Foote  !  ah,  Foote's  a  precious  limb  ! 
Old-nick  will  foon  a  football  make  of  him  ! 

For 
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For  foremoft  rows  in  fide-boxes  you  fhove, 
Think  you  to  meet  with  fide-boxes  above  ? 
"Where  gigling  girls  and  powder'd  fops  may  fit, 
No,  you  will  ail  be  cramm'd  into  the  pit, 
And  croud  the  houfe  for  Satan's  benefit. 
Oh,  what  you  fnivel  ?  well,  do  fo  no  more,        -j 
Drop,  to  atone,  your  money  at  the  door,  > 

And,  if  1  pleafe,— — I'll  give  it  to  the  poor.     •* 
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ACT    I.       SCENE    L 

Mrs.  M  E  c  H  L  i  N'S  Houfe. 
(Loud  Knocking  at  the  Door.) 

Enter  JENNY. 
Jenny. 


,  rap,  rap,  up-ftairs  and  down,  from 
morning  to  night ;  if  this  fame  Commif- 
^ary  **ays  much  l°nger  amongft  us,  my 
miftrefs  muft  e'en  hire  a  porter.    Who's 
there  ? 

SIMON  without. 

Sim,  Is  Mrs.  Mechlin  at  home  ? 
Jen.  No,  (opens  the  door.)  Oh,  what  is  it  you, 
Simon. 

Enter  SIMON. 

Sim.  At  your  fcrvice,  fweet  Mrs.  Jane, 
Jen.  Why   you   knock    with    authority  ;    and 
what  are  your  commands,  Mafter  Simon  ? 

Sim.  I  come,  Madam,  to  receive  rhofe  of  your 
miftrefs.  What,  Jenny,  has  (he  any  great  affair 
on  the  anvil  ?  Her  fummons  is  mod  exceedingly 
prefiing ;  and  you  need  not  be  told,  Child,  that  a 
man  of  my  confequence  does  not  trouble  himfdf 
about  trifles. 

'A  3  Jen. 
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Jen.  Oh,  Sir,  I  know  very  well  you  principal 
actors  don't  perform  every  night. 

Sim.  Mighty  well,  Ma'am,  but  notwithftand- 
irig  your  ironical  fneer,  it  is  not  every  man  that 
will  do  for  your  miftrefs;  her  agents  muft  have 
genius  and  parts :  I  don't  fuppofe,  in  the  whole 
Bills  of  Mortality,  there  is  fo  general  and  extenfive 
a  dealer  as  my  friend  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Jen.  Why  to  be  lure,  we  have  plenty  of  cufto- 
mers  •,  and  for  various  kinds' of  commodities  it 
would  be  pretty  difficult  I  fancy  to 

Sim.  Commodities  !  Your  humble  fervant,  fweet 
Mrs.  Jane :  Yes,  yes,  you  have  various  kinds  of 
commodities,  indeed. 

Jen.  Mr.  Simon,  I  don't  underftand  you  ;  I  fup- 
pofe it  is  no  fecret  in  what  fort  of  goods  our  dea- 
ling confifts. 

Sim.  No,  no,  they  are  pretty  well  known. 

Jen.  And  to  be  fure,  though  now  and  then,  to 
oblige  a  cuftomer,  my  miftrefs  does  condefcend  to 
fmuggle  a  little 

Sim.  Keep  it  up,  Mrs.  Jane. 

Jen.  Yet  there  are  no  people  in  the  Liberty  of 
\Veftminfter  that  live  in  more  credit  than  we  do. 

Sim.  Bravo, 

Jen.  The  very  bed  of  quality  are  not  amam'd 
to  vifit  my  miftrefs. 

Sim.  They  have  reafon. 

Jsri*  Refpected  by  the  neighbours. 

Sim,  1  know  ir. 

Jsn.  Punctual  in  her  payments! 

«iz//7.  To  a  moment. 

Jen.  Regular  hours. 

•Sim.  Doubilefs. 

Jen.  Never  miffcs  the  farm  ant  on  Sundays. 

£/»*.  1  own  it. 
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Jen.  Noc  an  oath  comes  out  of  her  mouth,  un- 
lefs,~  now  and  then,  when  the  poor  gentlewoman 
happens  to  be  overtaken  in  liquor. 

Sim.  Granted. 

Jen.  Not  at  all  given  to  lying,  bur,  like  other 
tradesfolks,  in  the  way  of  her  bufmefs. 

Sim.  Very  well. 

Jen.  Very  well !  then  pray,  Sir,  what  wou'd  you 
infinua-te  ?  Look  you,  Mr.  Simon,  don't  go  to  caft 
reflections  upon  us  -,  don'c  think  to  blaft  the  repu- 
tation of  our 

Sim.  Hark  ye,  Jenny,  are  you  ferious  ? 

Jen.  Serious  !  Ay,  marry  am  1. 

Sim.  The  devil  you  are  ! 

Jen.  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Simon,  you  fliou'd 
not  give  your  tongue  fuch  a  licence;  let  me  tell 
you,  thefe  airs  don't  become  you  at  all. 

Sim.  Hey-day  !  why  where  the  deuce  have  I  got; 
fure  I  have  miftaken  the  houfe;  is  not  this  Mrs. 
Mechlin's  ? 

Jen.  That's  pretty  well  known. 

Sim.  The  commodious,  convenientMrs.  Mechlin, 
at  the  fign  of  the  Star,  in  the  parifh  of  St.  Paul's  ? 

Jen.  Bravo. 

Sim.  That  commercial  caterpillar  ? 

Jen.  I  know  it. 

Sim.  That  murderer  of  manufactures  ? 

Jen.  Doubtlefs. 

Sim.  That  walking  warehoufe  ,? 

Jen.  Granted. 

Sim.  That  carries  about  a  greater  cargo  of  con- 
traband goods  under  her  petticoats  than  a  Calais 
cutter  ? 

Jen.  Very  well. 

•V»»,  That  engrofier  and  feducer  of  virgins  ?    • 

Jin.  Keep  it  up,  m after  Simon. 

A  4  Sim. 
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Sim.  That  foreftaller  of  Bagnios  ? 

Jen.  Incomparable  fine. 

Sim.  That  canting,  couzening,  money-lending, 
match-making,  pawnbroking — [Loud  knocking.] 

Jen.  Mighty  well,  Sir:  here  comes  my  miitrefs, 
me  (hall  thank  you  for  the  pretty  picture  you  have 
been  pleafed  to  draw. 

Sim.  Nay,  but  dear  Jenny 

Jen.  She  (hall  be  told  how  highly  me  ftands  in 
your  favour. 

Sim.  But  my  fweet  girl [Knocking  again.'] 

Jen.  Let  me  go,  Mr.  Simon,  don't  you  hear  ? 

Sim.  And  can  you  have  the  heart  to  ruin  me  ac 


once ! 

Jen.  Hands  oft. 

Sim.  A  peace,  a  peace,  my  dear  Mrs.  Jane,  and 
dictate  the  articles. 

Enter  Mrs.  ME  CH  LIN,  folio  wed  by  a  hackney  coacb- 
tnan,  with  fever al  bundles ,  in  a  capuchin,  a  bonnet, 
and  her  cloatbs  finned  up. 

Mrs.  Mech.  So,  hufiey,  what  muft  I  ftay  all  day 
in  the  ftreets  ?  who  have  we  here  !  the  devil's  in 
the  wenches,  I  think, — one  of  your  fellows  I  fup- 
pofe Oh,  is  it  you  !  how  fares  it,  Simon  ? 

Jen.  Madam,  you  mould  not  have  waited  a 
minute,  but  Mr.  Simon 

Sim.  Hufh,  hufh  !  you  barbarous  jade 

Jen.  Knowing  your  knock,  and  eager  to  open 
the  door,  flew  up  ftairs,  fell  over  the  landing-place, 
and  quite  barr'd  up  the  way. 

Sim.  Yes, and  lam  afraid  1  have  put  out  my  ankle. 
Thanks,  Jenny,  you  (hall  be  no  lofer,  you  flut. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Poor  Simon. Oh,  Lord  have 

mercy 
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mercy  upon  me,  what  a  round  have  I  taken! . 

Is  the  wench  petrified,  why  don't  you  reach  me  a 
chair,  don't  you  fee  I'm  tired  to  death  ? 
Jen.  Indeed,  ma'am,  you'll  kill  yourfelf. 
Sim.  Upon    my    word,    ma'am    Mechlin,    you 
fhou'd  take  a  little  care  of  yourfelf;  indeed  you 
labour  too  hard. 

Mrs.  Mecb  Ay,  Simon,  and  for  little  or  nothing: 
only  victuals  and  cloaths,  more  cofl  than  worfhip. 
— Why  does  not  the  wench  take  the  things  from 
the  fellow  ?  Well,  what's  your  fare  ? 

Coachm.  Miftrefs,  it's  honeftly  worth  half  a  crown. 
Mrs.  Mecb.  Give  him  a  couple  of  (hillings  and 
fend  him  away. 

Coachm.  I  hope  you'll  tip  me  the  tefter  to  drink  ? 
Mrs.  Mecb.  Them  there  fellows  are  never  con- 
tented ;  drink!  ftand  farther  off;  why  you  fmell 
already  as  ftrong  as  a  beer-barrel. 

Coacbm.  Miftrefs,  that's  becaule  I  have"  already 
been  drinking. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  And  are  not  you  afhamed,  you  for, 
to  be  eternally  guzzling  ?  You  had  better  buy  you 
fome  cloaths. 

Coachm.  No,  miftrefs,  my  honour  won't  let  me 
do  that. 

Mrs.  Mtcb.  Your  honour !  and  pray  how  does 
that  hinder  you  ? 

Coacbm.  Why,  when  a  good  gentlewoman  like 
you,  cries,  Here  coachman,  here's  fomcthing  to 

drink 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Well  ! 

Coacbm.  Wou'd  ic  be  honour  in  me  to  lay  it 
out  in  any  thing  elfe  ?  No,  millrefs,  my  confcience 
won't  kt  me,  becaufe  why,  it's  -he  will  of  the  do- 
nor you  know. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  a  blockhead  ? 

Coacbm. 
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Coacbm.  No,  no,  miftrefs ;  tho'  I  am  a  poor 
man,  I  won't  forfeit  my  honour  ;  my  cattle,  tho'f 
I  love  'em,  poor  beafteffes,  are  not  more  dearer  to 
me  than  that. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Yes,  you  and  your  horfes  give 
pretcy  (Irong  proofs  of  your  love  and  your  honour-, 
for  you  have  no  cloaths  on  your  back,  and  they 
have  no  fle(h.  Well,  Jenny,  give  him  the  fix- 
pence  ;  there,  there,  lay  it  out  as  you  will, 

Coacbm.  It  will  be  to  your  health,  miftrefs  ;  it 
(hall  melt  at  the  Meufe,  before  I  go  home  ;  I  mail 
be  careful  to  clear  my  confcience. 

Mrs.  Mtch.  I  don't  doubt  it, 

Coacbm.  You  need  not.    Miftrefs,  your  fervant. 

[Exit  coachman. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Has  there  been  any  body  here, 
Jenny? 

Jtn.  The  gentleman,  ma'am,  about  the  Glou- 
cefterfhire  Jiving.  •  .  *.. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  He  was,  Oh  oh !  what  I  fuppofe 
hisilomach's  come  down.  Does  he  like  the  in- 
cumbrance  ?  will  he  marry  the  party  ? 

Jen.  Why  that  article  feems  to  go  a  little  a- 
gainit  him. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Does  it  fo  ?  then  let  him  retire  to 
his  Cumberland  curacy :  that's  a  fine  keen  air,  it 
will  foon  give  him  an  appetite.  He'll  flick  to  his 
honour  too,  till  his  caflbck  is  wore  to  a  rag. 
.  Jen.  Why,  indeed,  ma'am,  it  feems  pretty  rufty 
already. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Devilifli  fqueamifh,  I  think  ;  a 
good  fat  living,  and  a  fine  woman  into  the  bar- 
gain !  You  told  him  a  friend  of  the  lady's  will 
take  the  child  off  her  hands  ? 

Jen.  Yes,  madam. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  So  that  the  affair  will  be  a  fecret  to 

all 
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all  but  himfelf.     But  he  muft  quickly  refolve,  for 
next  week  his  wife's  month  will  be  up,. 

Jen.  He  promifed.to  call  about  four. 

Mrs.  Mech.  But  don't  let  him  think  we  are  at  a 
lofs-for  a  hufband  ;  there  is  to  my  knowledge  a 
merchant's  clerk  in  the  city,  a  comely  young  man, 
and  comes  of  good  friends,  thac  will  take  her  with 
but  a  fmall  place  in  the  cuftomhoufe. 

Jen.  He  mail  know  ir. 

Airs.  Mech.  Ay,  and  tell  him,  that  the  party's 
party  has  intereft  enough  to  obtain  it  whenever  he 
will.  And  then  the  bridegroom  may  put  the 
purchafe- money  too  of  that  fame  prefentation  into 
his  pocket. 

jfen.  Truly,  ma'am,  I  fiiould  think  this  would 
prove  the  belt  match  for  the  hdy. 

Mrs.  Much.  Who  doubts  it  ? — Here,  Jenny, 
carry  thefe  things  above  flairs.  Take  care  of  the 
eigrette,  leave  the  watch  upon  the  table,  and  be 
fure  you  don't  miflay  the  pearl  necklace ;  the  lady 
goes  to  Mrs.  Corncllys's  to-night,  and  if  me  has 
any  luck,  (he  will  be  fure  to  redeem  it  to-morrow. 

[Exit  Jenny. 

Sim.  What  a  world  of  affairs !  it  is  a  wonder, 
madam,  how  you  are  able  to  remenTuer  them  all. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Trifles,  mere  trifles,  matter  Si- 
mon.— But  I  have  a  great  affair  in  hand — fuch  an 
affair,  if  well  managed,  it  will  be  the  making  of 
us  all. 

Sim.  If  I,  ma'am,  can  be  of  the  lead  ufc 

Mrs.  Mech.  Of  the  higheft  !  there  is  no  doing 
without  you. You  know  the  great 

Jen.  1  have  put  the  things  where  you  ordered, 
ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Very  well,  ycu  may  gc. 

[  Exit  Jenny* 
I  fay  > 
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I  fay,  you  know  the  great  commiffary,  that  is  come 
to  lodge  in  my  houfe.  Now  they  fay  this  Mr. 
Fungus  is  as  rich  as  an  Indian  governor.  Heaven 
knows  how  he  came  by  it :  bet  that  you  know  is 
no  bufmefs  of  ours.  Pretty  pickings,  I  warrant, 
abroad.  [Loud  knocking.] 

Who  the  deuce  can  that  be  ?  But  let  it  be  who  it 
will,  you  muft  not  go  till  I  fpeak  to  you, 

E titer  JENNY. 

Jen.  The  widow  Loveit,  ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  What,  the  old  liquorifh  dowager 
from  Devonfhire  Square  ?  fhew  her  in.  [Exit 
Jenny*~]  You'll  wait  in  the  kitchen,  Simon  ;  I  mail 
loon  difpatch  her  affair.  [Exit  Simon. 

Enter  Mrs.  LOVEIT. 

Mrs.  Lov.  So,  fo,  good  morning  to  you,  good 
Mrs.  Mechlin.  John,  let  the  coach  wait  at  the 
corner. 

Mrs.  Mech.  You  had  better  fit  here,  madam. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Any  where.  Well,  my  dear  wo- 
man, I  hope  you  have  not  forgot  your  old  friend—- 
Ugh, ugh,  ughv — [coughs.]  Confider  I  have  no 
time  to  lofe,  and  you  are  always  fo  full  of  employ- 
ment. 

Mrs.  Mccb..  Forgot  you  !  you  {hall  judge,  Mrs. 
Loveit.  1  have,  ma'am,  provided  a  whole  cargo 
of  hufbands  for  you  of  all  nations,  complexions, 
ages,  tempers,  and  fizes :  fo  you  fee  you  have  no- 
thing to  do  but  to  choofe. 

Mrs.  Lov.  To  choofe !  Mrs.  Mechlin  •,  Lord 
help  me,  what  choice  can  I  have  ?  I  look  upon 
wedlock  to  be  a  kind  of  a  lottery,  and  1  have  al- 
ready drawn  my  prize  ±  and  a  great  one  it  was ! 

My 
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My  poor  dear  man  that's  gone,  I  fliall  never  meet 
with  his  fellow. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Tfhaw  !  madam,  don't  let  us  trou- 
ble our  heads  about  him,  it's  high  time  that  he  was 
forgot. 

Mrs.  Lov.  But  won't  his  relations  think  me  ra- 
ther too  quick. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Not  a  jot ;  the  greateft  compliment 
you  cou'd  pay  to  his  memory ;  it  is  a  proof  he 
gave  you  reafon  to  be  fond  of  the  (late.  But 
what  do  you  mean  by  quick  !  Why  he  has  been 
bury'd  thefe  three  weeks — 

Mrs.  Lov.  And  three  days,  Mrs  Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Meek.  Indeed  !  quite  an  age  ! 

Mrs.  Lov.  Yes ;  but  I  (hall  never  forget  him  ; 
ileeping,  or  waking,  he's  always  before  me.  His 
dear  fwell'd  belly,  and  his  poor  fhrunk  legs. 
Lord  blefs  me,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  he  had  no  more 
calf  than  my  fan. 

Mrs.  Mech.  No ! 

Mrs.  Lov.  No,  indeed ;  and  then,  his  bit  of 
a  purple  nofe,  and  his  little  weezen  face  as  marp 
as  a  razor — don't  mention  it,  I  can  never  forget 
him.  [cries.'] 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Sweet  marks  of  remembrance,  in- 
deed. But,  ma'am,  if  you  continue  to  be  fo  fond 
of  your  laft  hufoand,  what  makes  you  think  of 
another  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  Why,  what  can  I  do,  Mrs.  Mech- 
lin ?  a  poor  lone  widow  woman  as  I  am;  there's 
no  body  minds  me ;  my  tenants  behind-hand,  my 

Jfervants  all  carelefs,  my   children   undutiful 

Ugh,  ugh,  ugh [cough.] 

Mrs.  Mech.  You  have  a  villainous  cough,  Mrs, 
Loveit ;  (hall  I  fend  for  fome  lozenges  ? 

Mrs.  I.w* 
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Mrs.  Lev.  No,  I  thank  you,  it's  nothing  at 
all ;  mere  habit,  juft  a  little  trick  I've  got. 

Mts<  Mtcb.  But  I  wonder  you  Ihou'd  have  all 
thefe  vexations  to  plague  you,  madam,  you,  who 
are  fo  rich,  and  fo 

Mrs.  Lov.  Forty  thoufand  in  the  four  per  Cents 
every  morning  I  rife,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  beiides  two 
houfes  at  hackney  ;  but  then  my  affairs  are  fo 
weighty  and  intricate  -,  there  is  fuch  tricking  in 
lawyers,  and  fuch  torments  in  children,  that  I  can't 
do  by  myfelf ;  I  muft  have  a  helpmate  ;  quite  ne- 
cefiity,  no  matter  of  choice. 

Mrs.  Mscb.  Oh,  I  underftand  you,  you  marry 
merely  for  convenience  ;  juft  only  to  get  an  af- 
fiftant,  a  kind  of  a  guard,  a  fence  to  your  pro- 
perty ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  Nothing  elfe. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  I  thought  fo  •,  quite  prudential;  fo 
that  age  is  none  of  your  objed  ;  you  don't  want  a 
fcampering,  giddy,  fprightly,  young 

Airs.  Lov.  Young  !  Heaven  forbid.  What  do 
you  think,  like  fome  ladies  I  know,  that  I  want  to 
have  my  hufband  taken  for  one  of  m/  grand-chil- 
dren !  No,  no  -,  thank  Heaven,  fuch  vain  thoughts 
never  enter'd  my  head. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  But  yet,  as  your  matters  ftand,  he 
ought  not  to  be  fo  very  old  neither ;  for  inftance 
now,  of  what  ufe  to  you  wou'd  be  a  hufband  of 
fixty  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  Sixty  !  Are  you  mad,  Mrs.  Mechlin, 
what  do  you  think  I  want  to  turn  nurfe  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Or  fifty-five  ? 

Mrs.  Lov,  Ugh,  ugh,  ugh 

Mrs.  Mecb,  Or  fifty  ? 

Mrs  Lov.  Oh  !  that's  too  cunning  an  age;  men, 

now- 
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now-a-days,  rarely  marry  at  fifty,  they   are  too 
knowing  and  cautious. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Or  forty-five,  or  forty,  or 

Mrs.  Lov.  Shall  I,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  tell  you  a 
piece  of  my  mind  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.- 1  believe,  ma'am,  that  will  be  your 
bell  way. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Why  then,  as  my  children  are  young 
and  rebellious,  the  way  to  fecure  and  prefervc  their 
obedience,  will  be  to  marry  a  man  that  won't  grow 
old  in  a  hurry. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Why  I  thought  you  declar'd  againft 
youth  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  So  I  do,  fo  I  do;  but  then,  fix  or 
feven  and  twenty  is  not  fo  very  young,  Mrs. 
Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Mech.  No,  no,  a  pretty  ripe  age  ;  for  at 
that  time  of  life,  men  can  buftle  and  ftir,  they  are 
not  eafily  check'd,  and  whatever  they  take  in  hand 
they  go  through  with. 

Mrs,  Lov.  True,  true. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Ay,  ay,  it  is  then  they  may  be  faid 
to  be  ufeful ;  it  is  the  only  tear  and  wear  feafon. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Right,  right. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Well,  ma'am,  I  fee  what  you  want, 
and  to-morrow  about  this  time,  if  you'll  do  me  the 
favour  to  call 

Mrs.  Lov.  I  (han't  fail. 

Mrs.  Mech.  I  think  I  can  fuit  you. 

Mrs.  Lov.  You'll  be  very  obliging. 

Mrs.  Mech.  .You  may  depend  upon't  Til  do  my 
endeavours. 

Mrs.  Lov.  But,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  be  fure  don't 
let  him  be  older  than  that,  not  above  feven  or 
eight  and  twenty  at  mod  j  and  let  it  be  as  foon  as 
you  conveniently  cant 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mecb.  Never  fear,  ma'am. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Becaufe,  you  know,  the  more  chil- 
dren I  hive  by  the  fecond  venter,  the  greater 
plague  I  mall  prove  to  thofe  I  had  by  the  firft. 

Mrs.  Mech.  True,  ma'am.  You  had  better  lean 
on  me  to  the  door ;  but  indeed,  Mrs.  Loveit,  you 
are  very  malicious  to  your  children,  very  revenge- 
fulj  indeed. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Ah,  they  deferve  it,  you  can't  think 
what  fad  whelps  they  turn  out;  no  punifliment 
can  be  too  much ;  if  their  poor  father  cou'd  but 
have  foreieen  they  wou'd  have why  did  I  men- 
tion the  dear  man  !  it  melts  me  too  much.  Well, 

peace   be   with   him. To-morrow  about    this 

time,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  will  the  party  be  here,  think 
you  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  I  can't  fay. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Well,  a  good  day,  good  Mrs.  Mech- 
lin. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Here,  John,  take  care  of  your 
miftrefs.  [Exit  Mrs.  Loveit. 

A  good  morning  to  you,  ma'am.  Jenny,  bid 
Simon  come  up. — A  hufband  !  there  now  is  a 
proof  of  the  prudence  of  age  ;  I  wonder  they 
don't  add  a  claufe  to  the  aft  to  prevent  the  old 
from  marrying  clandeftineiy  as  well  as  the  young. 
1  am  fure  there  are  as  many  unfuitabie  matches  at 
this  time  of  life  as  the  other. 

Enter  SIMON. 

Shut  the  door,  Simon.  Are  there  any  of  Mr. 
Fungus's  fervams  below  ? 

Sim.  Three  or  four  ftrange  faces. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Ay,  ay,  fomc  of  that  troop  I  fup- 
poiV;  come,  Simon,  be  feated.— — 'Well,  Simon, 

as  I 
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as  I  was  telling  you,  this  Mr.  Fungus,  my  lodger 
above,  that  has  brought  home  from  the  wars  a 
whole  cart-load  of  money,  and  who  (between  you 
and  I)  went  there  from  very  little  better  than  a 
driver  of  cares 

Sim.  I  formerly  knew  him,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  But  he  does  not  know  you  ? 

Sim.  No,  no. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  I  am  glad  of  that — this  fpark,  I 
fay,  not  content  with  being  really  as  rich  as  a  lord, 
is  determined  to  rival  them  too  in  every  other  ac- 
complimment. 

S>m.  Will  that  be  fo  eafy  ?  why  he  muft  be  up- 
wards of 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Fifty,  I  warrant. 

Sim.  Rather  late  in  life  to  fet.  up  for  a  gen- 
tleman. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  But  fine  talents  you  know,  and  a 
flrong  inclination — 

Sim.  That,  indeed — 

Mrs.  Mcch.  Then  I  promife  you  he  fpares  for 
no  pains. 

Sim.  Diligent  ? 

Mrs.  M;cb.  Oh,  always  at  it.  Learning  fome- 
thing  or  other  from  morning  to  night  •,  my  houfe 
is  a  perfect  academy,  fuch  a  throng  of  fencers, 
dancers,  riders,  muficians  ; —  but,  however,  to 
fweeten  the  pill,  I  have  a  fellow-feeling  for  recom- 
mending the  teachers. 

Sim.  No  doubt,  Ma'am;  that's  always  the  rule. 

Mrs,.  Mecb.  But  one  of  his  ftudies  is  reajly  di- 
verting ;  I  own  1  can't  help  laughing  at  that. 

Sim'.  What  may  that  be  ? 

Mrs.  Mcch.  Oratory. You   muft  know  his 

firft  ambition  is  to  have  a  feat  in   a  certain  afTcm- 

blv  ;  and  in  order  to  appear  there  with  credit,  Mr. 

B  What 
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"What  d'ye  Call'em,  the  man  from  the  city,  attends 
every  morning  to  give  him  a  le&ure  uppn  fpeak- 
ing,  and  there  is  fuch  haranguing  and  bellowing 
between  them — Lord  have  mercy  upon — but  you'll 
fee  enough  on'c  yourfelf ;  for  do  you  know,  Simon, 
you  are  to  be  his  valet  de  chambre? 

Sim.  Me,  Madam  ! 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Ay,  his  privy  counfellor,  his  confi- 
dant, his  direclor  in  chief. 

Sim.  To  what  end  will  that  anfwer  ? 

Mrs.  Meek.  There  I  am  coming. — You  are  to 
know,  that  our  'Squire  Wou'd-be  is  violently  bent 
upon  matrimony,  and  nothing  forfooth  will  go 
down  but  a  perfon  of  rank  and  condition. 

Sim.  Ay,  ay,  for  that  piece  of  pride  he's  indebt- 
ed to  Germany. 

Mrs.  Mech.  The  article  of  fortune  he  holds  in 
utter  contempt;  a  grand  alliance  is  all  that  he 
wants ;  fo  that  the  lady  has  but  her  veins  full  of 
high  blood,  he  does  not  care  two-pence  how  low 
and  empty  her  purfe  is. 

Sim.  But,  Ma'am,  won't  it  be  difficult  to  meet 
with  a  fuitable  fubjed  ?  I  believe  there  are  few 
ladies  of  quality  that 

Mrs.  Mech.  Oh,  as  to  that,  I  am  already  pro- 
vided. 

Sim.  Indeed  ! 

Mrs.  Mzcb.  You  know  my  neice  Dolly  ? 

Sim.  Very  well. 

Mrs.  Mech.   What  think  you  of  her  ? 

Sim.  Of  Mifs  Dolly,  for  what  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Fcr  what !  you  are  plaguily  dull ; 
•why  a  woman  of  fashion,  you  dunce. 

Sim.  To  be  fure  Mifs  Dolly  is  very  deferving, 
and  few  ladies  have  a  better  appearance;  but,  blefs 
me,  Madam,  here  people  of  rank  are  fo  generally 

known, 
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known,  that  the  flighted  enquiry  wou'd  poifon 
your  project. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Oh,  Simon,  I  have  no  fears  from 
that  quarter;  there  I  think  I  am  pretty  fecurc. 

Sim.  If  that,  indeed,  be  the  cafe — 

Mrs.  Mecb.  In  the  firft  place,  Mr.  Fungus  has 
an  entire  reliance  on  me. 

Sim.  That's  ibmething. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Then  to  baffle  any  idle  curiofity, 
we  are  not  derived  from  any  of  your  new-fangled 
gentry,  who  owe  their  upftart  nobility  to  your 
Harry's  and  Edward's.  No,  no,  we  are  fcions 
from  an  older  ftock  ;  we  are  the  hundred  and  for- 
tieth lineal  defcendant  from  Kercules  Alexander, 
earl  of  Glrndowery,  prime  miniiter  to  king  Mal- 
colm the  FirfL 

Sim.  Odfo  !  a  qualification  for  a  canon  of 
Strafbourg.  So  then  it  fcems  you  are  tranfplanted 
from  the  Banks  of  the  Tweed  ;  Cry  you  mercy  ! 
But  how  will  Mifs  Dolly  be  able  to  manage  the 
accent  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Very  well ;  fhe  was  two  years  an 
aflrefs  in  Edenborough. 

Sim.  That's  true  ;  is  the  overture  made,  has 
there  been  any  interview  ? 

M>s.  Me.<h.  Several;  we  have  no  diflike  to  his 
perfon  ;  can't  but  own  he  is  rather  agreeable  ;  and 
as  to  his  propofals,  they  are  greater  than  we  cou'd 
defire  :  but  we  are  prudent  and  careful,  fay  nothing 
without  the  Earl's  approbation. 

Sim.  Oh,  that  will  be  eafily  had. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Not  fo  eafily ;  and  new  comes  y6ur 
part:  but  firft,  howgoes  the  world  with  you,  bimon? 

Sisn.  Never  worfe  !  The  ten  b.'.gs  of  tea,  and  the 
cargo  of  brandy,  them  peering  rafcals  took  from 
me  in  SufTex,  has  quite  broken  my  back. 

B  2  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mecb.  Poor  Simon  !  why  then  I  am  afraid 
there's  an  end  of  your  traffick. 

Sim.  Totally  :  for  now  thofe  fellows  have  got 
the  Ifle  of  Man  in  their  hands,  I  have  no  chance  to 
get  home,  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Mrs,  Mecb.  Then  you  are  entirely  at  leifure. 

Sim.  As  a  Bath  turnfpit  in  the  month  of  July. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  You  are  then,  Simon,  an  old  family 
fervant  in  waiting  here  on  the  lady ;  but  difpatch'd 
to  the  North  with  a  view  to  negotiate  the  treaty, 
you  a,re  juft  returned  with  the  noble  Peer's  refolu- 
tion.  Prepare  you  a  fuitable  equipage,  I  will  pro- 
vide you  with  a  couple  of  letters,  one  for  the  lover 
and  one;  for  the  lady 

Sim.  The  contents 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Oh,  you  may  read  them  within  : 
DOW  with  regard  to  any  queftions,  I  will  furnifh 
you  with  fuitable  anfwers  ;  but  you  have  a  bun- 
gler to  deal  with,  fo  your  cards  will  be  eafily  play'd, 

Enter  JENNY. 

Jen.  Mifs  Dolly,  Ma'am,  in  a  hackney  coach  at 
the  corner ;  may  me  come  in  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.   Are  the  fervants  out  of  the  way  ? 

Jen.  Oh,  me  is  fo  muffled  up  and  difguifed, 
thar  (he'll  run  no  danger  from  them. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Be  fure  keep  good  watch  at  the 
door,  Jenny. 

Jen.  Oh,  never  fear,  Ma'am.          [Exit  JENNY. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Simon,  take  thofe  two  letters  that 
are  under  the  furthermoft  cufhion  in  the  window, 
run  home,  get  a  dirty  pair  of  boots  en,  a  great 
coar,  and  a  whip,  and  be  heie  with  them  in  half  an 
hour  at  fartheft, 

Sim* 
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Sim.  I  will  not  fail.  But  have  you  no  farther 
directions  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Time  enough.  I  (hall  be  in  the 
way;  for  it  is  me  that  muft  introduce  you 
above.  [Exit  Simon.]  So  things  fecm  now 
in  a  pretty  good  train  ;  a  few  hours,  it  is  to  be 
hoped,  will  make  me  eafy  for  life.  To  fay 
truth,  I  begin  to  be  tir'd  of  my  trade.  To  be 
fare  the  profits  are  great ;  but  then,  fo  are  the 
rifles  that  I  run :  befides,  my  private  practice 
begins  to  be  fmoak'd.  Ladies  are  fuppos'd  to 
come  here  with  different  defigns  than  merely 
to  look  at  my  goods  :  fome  of  my  beft  cuftom- 
ers  too,  are  got  out  of  my  channel,  and  manage 
their  matters  at  home  by  their  maids.  Thofe 
afylums,  they  gave  a  dreadful  blow  to  my  bu- 
finefs.  Time  has  been,  when  a  gentleman 
wanted  a  friend,  I  could  fupply  him  with  choice 
in  an  hour ;  bat  the  market  is  fpoiled,  and  a 
body  might  as  foon  procure  a  hare  or  a  partridge 

as  a  pretty [Enttr  Dolly. "j So  Niece, 

are  all  things  prepar'd  ;  have  you  got  the  papers 
from  Harpy  ? 

Dolly.  Here  they  are,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Meek.  Let  me  fee — Oh  the  marriage  arti- 
cles for  Fungus  to  fign.  Have  you  got  the  con- 
tract about  you  ? 

Dolly.  You  know,  aunt,  I  left  it  with  you. 

Mrs*  Mscb.  True,  1  had  forgot :  but  where  is 

the  bond  that  I Here  it  is ;    this,  Dolly,  you 

muft  fign  and  feal  before  witnefs. 

Dolly.  To  what  end,  aunt  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Only,  child,  a  trifling  acknowledg- 
ment for  all  the  trouble  I  have  taken;  a  little  hint  to 
your  hufband,  that  he  may  reimburfeyourpooraunt, 
for  your  cloaths,  board,  lodging,  and  breeding. 

B  3  Dolly. 
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Dolly.  I  hope  my  aunt  does  not  fufped  that  I 
can  ever  be  wanting 

Mrs.  Mecb.  No,  my  dear,  not  in  the  lea  ft  :  but 
it  is  beft,  Dolly,  in  order  to  prevent  all  retrofpeo 
tion,  that  we  iettle  accounts  before  you  change 
your  condition. 

Dolly.  But,  Ma'am,  may  not  I  fee  the  contents  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  The  contents,  love,  of  what  ufe 
will  that  be  to  you  ?  Sign  and  feal,  that's  enough. 

Dolly.  But,  aunt,  I  choofe  to  fee  what  I  fign. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  To  fee !  what  then  you  fufpect  me  ? 

Dolly.  No,  Ma'am  ;  but  a  little  caution 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Caution  \  Here's  an  impudent  bag- 
gage !  How  dare  you  difpute  my  commands  ? 
Have  riot  1  made  you,  raifed  you  from  nothing, 
and  won't  a  word  from  my  mouth  reduce  you 
again  ? 

Dolly.  Madam,  I 

Mrs.  Mech*  Anfwer  me,  huffy,  was  not  you  a 
beggar's  brat  at  my  door  •,  did  not  I,  out  of  com- 
pafiion,  take  you  into  my  houfe,  call  you  my  neice, 
and  give  you  fuitablc  breeding  ? 

Dolly  ^  True,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  And  what  return  did  you  make 
me  ?  You  had  fcarce  got  into  your  teens,  you 
forward  flut,  but  you  -brought  me  a  child  almoft 
as  big  as  yourfelf  j  and  a  delightful  father  you 
chofe  for  it  !  Doctor  Catgut,  the  meagre  mufi- 
cian  ;  that  fick  monkey-face  maker  of  crotchets ; 
that  eternal  trotter  after  all  the  little  draggle-tail'd 
girls  of  town.  Oh,  you  low  flut,  had  it  been  by  a 
gentleman,  it  would  not  have  vex'd  me  ;  but  a 
ridier  ! 

Dolly.  For  heaven's  fake 

Mrs.  Mecb.  After  that  you  elop'd,  commenc'd 
ftroller,  and  in  a  couple  of -years  return'd  to 

town 
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town  in  your  original  trim,  with  fcarce  a  rag  to 
your  back/' 

Dolly.  Pray,  Ma'am 

Mrs.  Mech.  Did  not  I,  notwithftanding,  re- 
ceive you  again  ?  have  not  I  tortured  my  brains 
for  your  good  ?  found  you  a  huiband  as  rich  as 
a  Jew,  juft  brought  all  my  matters  to  bear,  and 
now  you  refufe  to  fign  a  paltry  paper  ? 

Dolly.  Pray,  Madam,  give  it  me,  I  will  fign,  ex- 
ecute, do  all  that  you  bid  me. 

Mts,  Mech.  You  will ;  yes,  foyou  had  bed.  And 
what's  become  of  the  child,  have  you  done  as  I 
ordered  ? 

Dolly.  The  Doctor  was  not  at  home ;  but  the 
nurfe  left  the  child  in  the  kitchen. 

Mrs.  Mech.  You  heard  nothing  from  him  ? 

Dolly.  Not  a  word. 

Mrs.  Much.  Then  he  is  meditating  fome  mif- 
chief,  I  warrant.  However,  let  our  good  ftars 
iecure  us  to-day,  and  a  fig  for  what  may  happen 
to-morrow.  It  is  a  little  unlucky  tho',  that  Mr. 
Fungus  has  chofen  the  doctor  for  his  mafter  of 
mulic ;  but  as  yet  he  has  not  been  here,  and,  if 
pofllble,  we  muft  prevent  him. 

Enter  JENNY,  haftily. 

Jen.  Mr.  Fungus,  the  tallow-chandler,  Ma'am, 
is  crofting  the  way,  mall  I  fay  you  are  at  home  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  His  brother  has  fervants  enough, 
let  fome  of  them  anfwer.  Hide,  Dolly.  [Exit 

Dolly  and  Jenny.] [One  knock  at  the  door.] 

Ay,  that's  the  true  tap  of  the  trader ;  this  old 
brother  of  ours  tho'  is  fmoaky  and  fhrewd,  and 
tho'  an  odd,  a  fenfible  fellow ;  we  muft  guard 
againft  him :  if  he  gets  but  an  inkling,  but  the 
B  4  flighteft 
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flighted  fufpicion,  our  projeft  is  marr'd. • 

[Anoife  without.]  What  the  deuce  i?  the  mat- 
ter !  As  I  live  a  fquabble  between  him  and  La 
Fleur,  the  French  footman  we  hir'd  this  morn- 
ing. This  may  make  mirth,  I'll  Men  a  little. 

[Retires. 

Enler  Afr/IsAAC  FUNGUS,  driving  in  LA.  FLEUR. 

/.  Fung.  What  is  there  no-body  in  the  houfe 
than  can  give  me  an  anfwer;  where's  my  brother, 
you  rafcal  ? 

La  Fkur.  Je  n'  ehtend  pas. 

I.Fung.  Pas,  what  the  devil  is  that;  anfwer 
^es  or  no,  is  my  brother  at  home?  don't  fhrug  up 

your  (boulders  at  me,  you Oh,  here  comes  a 

rational  being. 

Enter  Mrs.  MECHLIN. 

Madam  Mechlin,  how  fares  it?  this  here  lanthorn- 
jaw'd  rafcal  won't  give  me  an  anfwer,  and  indeed 
wou'd  fcarce  let  me  into  the  houfe. 

La  Fkur.  C'ft  gros  Bourgois  a  fait  une  tapage 
de  diable. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Fy  done  c'eft  le  frere  de  mon- 
fieur. 

La  Fleur.  Le  frere  !  Mon  Dieu  ! 

2.  Fung.  What  is  all  this?  what  the  devil  lin- 
guo  is  the  fellow  a  talking  ? 

Airs.  Mech.  This  is  a  footman  from  France  that 
your  brdth'er  has  taken. 

/.  Fung.  From  France  !  and  is  that  the  beft  of 
his  breeding  ?  I  thought  we  had  taught  them  bet- 
ter manners  abroad,  than  to  come  here  and  infult 
us  at  home.  People  make  fuch  a  rout  about 

imuggling 
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fmuggling  their  Frenchified  goods,  their  men  do 
us  more  mifchief.  If  we  could  but  hinder  the  im- 
porting of  them  - 

Mrs.  Mech.  Ay,  you  are  a  true  Briton,  I  fee  that, 
Mr.  Ifaac. 

I.  Fung.  I  warrant  me  :  is  brother  Zachary  at 
home  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Above  flairs,  Sir. 

/.  Fung.  Any  company  with  him  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Not  any  to  hinder  your  vifit.  La 
Fleur,  ouvrez  le  porte. 

/.  Fung.  Get  along  yon  --  Mrs.  Mechlin, 
your  fervant.  -  1  can't  think  what  the  devil 
makes  you  quality  fo  fond  of  the  mouniiers;  for 
my  part  I  don't  fee  -  March  and  be  hang'd  to 
you  —  you  footy-fac'd 


I.  Fungus,  and  La  Fleur. 
Mrs.  Mecb.  Come,   Dolly,  you  may  now   ap- 
pear. 

Enter  JENNY. 

Jen.  Mr.  Paduafoy,  ma'am,  the  Spital-fields 
weaver  ;  he  has  been  waiting  this  hour,  and  fays  he 
has  fome  people  at  home  - 

Mrs.  Mech.  Let  him  enter  ;  in  a  couple  of  mi- 
nutes I'll  follow  you,  Dolly.  [Exit  Jenny. 

Enter  PADUASOY. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Mr.  Paduafoy,  you  may  load  your- 
felf  home  with  thofe  filks,  they  won't  do  for  my 
market. 

Mr.  Pad.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Mfcb.  Matter  !  you  are  a  pretty  fellow 
indeed,  you  a  tradefman  !  but  it's  lucky  I  know 
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you-,  things  might  have  been  worfe;  let  us  fettle 
accounts,  Mr.  Paduaiby  ;  you'll  fee  no  more  of  my 
money, 

Pad.  I  (hall  be  forry  for  that,  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Meek.  Sorry  !  anfwer  me  one  queftbn  ; 
am  not  I  the  beft  cufton.er  that  ever  you  had  ? 

Pad.  I  confefs  ir. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Have  not  I  mortgaged  my  pre- 
cious foul,  by  fwearing  to  my  quality  cuftomers 
that  the  ftuff  from  your  looms  was  the  produce 
of  Lyons  ? 

Pad.  Granted. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  And  unlefs  that  had  been  believ'd, 
could  you  have  fold  them  a  yard,  nay  a  nail  ? 

Pad.  I  believe  not. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Very  well.  Did  not,  Sir,  I  pro- 
cure you  more  money  for  your  curs'd  goods, 
when  fold  as  the  manufacture  of  France,  than 
as  mere  Englifii  they  could  have  ever  produced 
you? 

Pad.  I  never  deny'd  it. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Then  are  not  you  a  pretty  fellow, 
to  blow  up  and  ruin  my  reputation  at  once  ? 

Pad.  Me,  Madam  ! 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Yes,  you, 

Pad.  As  how? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Did  not  you  tell  me  thefe  pieces  of 
filk  were  entire,  and  the  only  ones  you  had  made 
of  that  pattern  ? 

Pad.  I  did. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Now  mind.  Lad  Monday  I  left 
them  as  juft  landed,  upon  a  praence  to  fecure  them 
from  feizure,  at  the  old  coumtfs  of  Furbelow's,  by 
whofe  means,  I  was  fure,  at  my  own  price,  to  gee 
rid  of  them  both  ;  and  who  mould  come  in  laft 
night  at  the  ball  at  the  Manfion-Houfe-,  \vhere  my 

hdy 
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lady  unluckily  happened  to  be,  with  a  full  fuit  of 
the  blue  pattern  upon  her  b-ck,  but  Mrs.  Deputy 
Dowlafs,  dizen'd  out  like  a  duchefs. 

Pad.  Mrs.  Deputy  Dowlafs  !  Is  it  poffibk  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  There  is  no  denying  the  faft ;  but 
that  was  not  all:  if  indeed  Mrs.  Deputy  had  be- 
haved like  a  gentlewoman,  and  fwore  they  had  been 
fent  her  from  Paris,  why  thtre  the  thing  would  have 
died  ;  but  fee  what  it  is  to  have  to  do  with  mecha- 
nicks,  the  fool  owned  (he  had  them  from  you.  I 
Ihould  be  glad  to  fee  any  of  my  cuftomers  at  a  lofs 
for  a  lye.  But  thofe  trumpery  traders,  Mr.  Padu- 
afoy,  you'll  never  gain  any  credit  by  them. 

Pad.  This  mud  be  a  trick  of  my  wife's  •,  I  know 
the  women  are  intimate,  but  this  piece  of  intelli- 
gence will  make  a  hot  houfe.  None  of  my  fault 
indeed,  Mrs.  Mechlin ;  I  hope,  Ma'am,  this  won't 
make  any  difference  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Difference  !  I  don't  believe  I  (hall 
be  able  to  fmuggle  a  gown  for  you  thefe  fix  months. 
What  is  in  that  bundle  ? 

Pad.  Some  India  handkerchiefs,  that  you  pro- 
mis'd  to  procure  of  a  fupercargo  at  Woolwich,  for 
Sir  Thomas  Callico's  lady. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Are  you  pretty  forward  with  the 
light  fprigg'd  waiftcoats  from  Italy  ? 

Pad.  They  will  be  out  of  the  loom  in  a 
week. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  You  need  not  put  any  Genoa  vel- 
vets in  hand  till  the  end  of  the  autumn  ;  but  you 
may  make  me  immediately  a  frefh  fortment  of  fo- 
reign ribbons  for  fummer. 

Pad.  Any  other  commands,  Mrs.  Mechlin  ? 
'Mrs.  Mecb.  Not  at  prcfent,  I  think. 

Pad.  I  wifh  you,  Madam,  a  very  good  morn- 
ing. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mgcb.  Mr.  Paduafoy,  Lord  !  I  had  iik'd 
to  have  forgot.  You  muft  write  an  anoymous  let- 
ter to  the  Cuftom-houfe,  and  fend  me  fame  old 
filks  to  be  feized  ;  I  muft  treat  the  tcwn  with  a 
bonfire  :  it-will  make  a  fine  paragraph  for  the  pa- 
pers ;  and  at  the  fame  time  advertife  the  public 
where  fuch  things  may  be  had. 

Pad.  I  (han't  fail,  Madam.  Exit  Paduafoy. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Who  fays  now  that  I  am  not  a 
friend  to  my  country  ?  I  think  the  Society  for  the 
Encouragement  of  Arts,  mould  vote  me  a  pre- 
mium. I  am  fure  I  am  one  of  the  greateft  encou- 
ragers  of  our  own  manufactures, 

Exit  Mrs.  Mechlin. 


END  OF    THE    FIRST   ACT. 
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I&G^^ 

ACT       II. 

SCENE  Firft  Continues. 


Enter  COMMISSARY  FUNGUS,  ISAAC  FUNGUS,  and 
Mrs.  MECHLIN. 

Zac.  Fungus. 

BROTHER  Ifaac,  you  are  a  blockhead,  I 
tell  you.  But  firft  anfwer  me  this ;  can 
knowledge  do  a  man  any  harm. 

/.  Fung.  No,  farting  -,  what  is  befitting  a  man 
for  to  learn. 

Z.  Fung.  To  learn  !  and  how  ihould  you  know 
what  is  befitting  a  gentleman  to  learn  ?  Stick  to 
your  trade,  mafter  tallow-chandler. 

/.  Fung.  Now,  brother  Zachary,  can  you  fay  in 
your  conference,  as  how,  it  is  defcent  10  be  learning 
to  dance,  when  you  ha'  almoft  loft  the  ufe  of  your 
legs? 

Z,  Fung.  Loft  the  ufe  of  my  legs  !  to  fee  but 
the  malice  of  men  !  Do  but  ax  Mrs.  Mechlin  -, 
now,  Ma'am,  does  not  Mr.  Dukes  fay,  that,  con- 
fiderins  my  time,  I  have  made  a  wonderful  pro- 
grefs? 

/.  Fung,  Your  time,  brother  Zac  ! 

Z.Fung.  A,,  ;ny  time,  brother  Ifaac.  Why, 
I  ha'nt  been  at  it  pafTicg  a  couple  of  months, 
an-  we  have  <tt  our  ichcoi  two  aldermen  and  a 

fer- 
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ferjeant  at  law,  that  were  full  half  a  year  before 
they  could  get  out  of  hand. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Very  true,  Sir. 

Z.  Fun*  There  now,  Mrs.  Mechlin  can  vouch  it. 
And  pray,  Ma'am,  dots  not  mafter  allow,  that  of 
my  age,  I  am  the  mod  hopeful  fcholar  he  has  ? 

Mrs.  Msch.  I  can't  but  fay,  Mr.  Ifaac,  that  the 
'fquire  has  made  a  molt  prodigious  improvement. 

Z.  Fun.  Do  you  hear  that?  I  wifh  we  had  but  a 
kit,  I  would  fhow  you  what  I  could  do  :  one,  two, 
three,  ha.  One,  two,  three,  ha.  There  arc  rifings 
and  fmkings  ! 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Ay,  marry,  as  light  as  a  cork. 

Z.  Fun.  A'n't  it  ?  Why,  before  next  winter  is 
over,  he  fays,  he'll  fit  me  for  dancing  in  public ; 
and  who  knows  but  in  Lent  you  may  lee  me  am- 
ble at  a  Ridotto  with  an  opera  linger. 

Mrs.  Mech.  And  I  warrant  he  acquits  himfclf  as 
well  as  the  beft. 

/.  Fun.  Mercy  on  me  !  and  pray,  brother,  that 
thing  like  a  fword  in  your  hand,  what  may  the  ufc 
of  that  implement  be  ? 

Z.  Fun.  This  ?  oh,  this  is  a  foil. 

/.  Fun.  A  foil ! 

Z.  Fun.  Ay,  a  little  inftrumenr,  by  which  we 
who  are  gentlemen,  are  inftru&ed  to  kill  one  ano- 
ther. 

/.  Fun.  To  kill !  Marry,  heaven  forbid  ;  I  hope 
you  have  no  fuch  bloody  intentions.  Why,  brother 
Zac.  you  was  ufed  to  be  a  peaceable  man. 

Z.  Fun.  Ay,  that  was  when  I  was  a  paltry  me- 
chanick,  and  afraid  of  the  law,  but  now  I  am  ano- 
ther guefs  perfon  :  I  have  been  in  camps,  can- 
toons,  and  intrenchments ;  have  marched  over 
bridges  and  breaches ;  I  have  feen  the  Ezel  and 
Wezel  j  I'm  got  as  rich  as  a  Jew,  and  if  any 

man 
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man  dares  to  affront  me,  I'll  let  him  know  that  my 
trade  has  been  fighting. 

/.  Fun.  Rich  as  a  Jew !  Ah,  Zac.  Zac.  but  if 
you  had  not  had  another  guefs  trade  than  fighting, 
1  doubt  whether  you  would  have  returned  altoge- 
ther fo  rich  :  but  now  you  have  got  all  this  wealth, 
why  not  fit  down  and  enjoy  it  quiet  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Hark  ye,  Ifaac,  do  you  purtend  to  know 
life  ?  are  you  acquainted  with  the  Beaux  d'Efprits 
of  the  age  ? 

/.  Fun.   \  don't  underftand  you. 

Z.  Fun.  No,  I  believe  not  ;  then  how  (hould 
you  know  what  belongs  to  gentility  ? 

/.  Fun.  And  why  not  as  well  as  you,  brother 
Zac.  I  hope  I  am  every  whit  as  well  born  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Ay,  Ifaac,  but  the  breeding  is  all  -, 
confider  I  have  been  a  gentleman  above  five  years 
and  three  quarters,  and  I  think  mould  know  a  lit- 
tle what  belongs  to  the  bufinefs  j  hey,  Mrs.  Mech- 
lin ? 

Mrs.  Mech.   Very  true,  Sir. 

Z.  Fun.  And  as  to  this  foil,  do  you  know,  Ifaar, 
in  what  the  art  of  fencing  confifts  ? 

/.  Fun.  How  fhou'd  I  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Why  it  is  fhort ;  there  are  but  two 
rules  :  the  firft  is,  to  give  your  antagonift  as  many 
thrufts  as  you  can  •  the  ilcond,  to  Le  careful  and 
receive  none  yourfelf. 

/.  Fan.  But  how  is  this  to  be  done  ? 

Z=  Fun.  Oh,  eafy  enough  :  for  do  you  fee,  if 
you  can  but  divert  your  adversary's  point  from  the 
line  of  your  body,  it  is  impolfible  he  ever 
mould  hit  you  •  and  all  this  is  done  by  a  little 
turn  of  the  wilt,  either  this  way,  or  that  way. 
Bat  I'll  fhow  you:  John,  bring  me  a  foil.  MIS. 

Mechlin, 
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Mechlin,  it  will  be  worth  your  obferving.  Here, 
brother  Ifaac [Offers  him  a  foil.] 

I.  Fun.  Not  I. 

Z.  Fun.  Thefe  Bourgois  are  fo  frightful -Mrs. 

Mechlin,  will  you,  Ma'am,  do  me  the  favour  to 
pufh  at  me  a  little  ?  Mind,  brother,  when  fhe 
thrufts  at  me  in  carte,  I  do  fo  ;  and  when  (he 
pufhes  in  tierce,  I  do  fo-,  and  by  this  means  a 
man  is  fure  to  avoid  being  killed.  But  ic  may 
not  be  amifs,  brother  Ifaac,  to  give  you  the  pro- 
grefs  of  a  regular  quarrel ;  and  then  you  will  fee 
what  fort  of  a  thing  a  gentleman  is.  Now  I 
have  been  told,  do  fee,  brother  Ifaac,  by  a  friend 
who  has  a  regard  for  my  honour,  that  Captain 
Jenkins,  or  Hopkins,  or  Wilkins,  or  what  captain 
you  pleafe,  has  in  public  company  call'd  me  a 
cuckold- 

/.  Fun.  A  cuckold  !  But  how  can  that  be  ?  be- 
caufe  why,  brother  Z;ic.  you  be'nt  married. 

Z.  Fun.  But  as  I  am  juft  going  to  be  married, 
that  may  very  well  happen,  you  know. 

Mrs.  Mech.  "True". 

Z.  Fun.  Yes,  yes,  the  thing  is  natural  enough. 
Well,  the  captain  has  faid,  lama  cuckold  ;  upon 
which,  the  firft  time  I  fet  eyes  on  captain  Wilkins, 
either  at  Vaux-hall,  or  at  Ranelagh,  I  accoft  him, 
in  a  courteous,  genteel- like  manner • 

7.  Fun.  And  that's  more  than  he  merits. 

Z.  Fun.  Your  patience,  dear  Ifaac  .  in  a 

courteous,  gentleman-like  manner  j  captain  Hop- 
kins, your  fervant. 

/.  Fun.  Why,  you  call'd  him  but  now  Captain 
Wilkins. 

Z.  Fun.  P'fhaw !  You  blockhead,  I  tell  you  the 

name  does  not  fignify  nothing Your  fervant  5 

ftiall  I  crave  your  ear  for  a  moment  ?  The  captain 

politely 
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politely  replies,  Your  commands,  good  Mr.  Fun- 
gus ?  Then  we  walk  fide  by  fide — Come  nere,  Mrs. 
Mechlin —  [They  walk  up  and  down]  for  fome  time 
as  civil  as  can  be.     Mind,  brother  Ifaac. 
/.  Fun.  I  do,  I  do. 
Z.   Fun.    Hey  !  — —  no,    t'other   fide,   Mrs* 

Mechlin. —  that's    right -I    hear^     captain 

Wilkins 

I.  Fun.  I  knew  it  was  Wilkins. 
Z.  Fun.  Zounds  !   Ifaac,  be  quiet- — -Wilkins^ 
that  you  have  taken    fome    liberties    about    and 
concerning  of  me,  which,-  damme,  I  don't  under- 
ftand- — - 

/.  Fun.  Don't  fweaY,  brother  Zachary. 
Z.  Fun.  Did  ever  mortal  hear  the  like  of  this 
fellow  ? 

/.  Fun.  But  you  are  grown  fuch  a  reprobate' 
fince  you  went  to  the  wars— — 

Z.  Fun.    Mrs.  Mechlin,  flop  the  tongue  of  that 
blockhead  ;  why,  dunce,   I   am  fpeaking  by  rule* 
and  Mrs.  Mechlin  can  tell   you   that   duels  and 
damme's  go  always  together. 
Mrs.  Mecb.  Oh,  always. 

Z.  Fun.  Which,  damme,  f  don't  uhderfta'nd. 
Liberties  with  you,  cries  the  captain,  where,  when^ 
and  in  what  manner  ?  Laft  Friday  night,  in  com- 
pany at  the  Sr.  Alban's,  you  call'd  me  a  buck,  and 
moreover  faid  that  rny  horns  were  exalted.  Now, 
Sir,  I  know  very  well  what  was  your  meaning  by 
that,  and  therefore  demand  fadsfadfcion.  Thar, 
Sir,  is  what  I  never  deny  to  a  gentleman  ;  but  as 
to  you,  Mr.  Fungus,  I  can't  confent  to  give  you 
that  rank.  How,  Sir,  do  you  deny  my  gentility  ! 

Oh,  that  affront  mult  be  anfwered  this  inftant • 

Dfaw,  Sir !    Now  pum,  Mrs.  Mechlin.  [They  fence] 

There  I  parry  tierce,  there  I  parry  carte,  there  1 

G  parry 
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parry  -  Hold,  hold,  have  a  care,  zooks  !  Mrs. 
Mechlin. 

/.  Fu*.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  think  you  have  met  with 
your  match  ;  well  pufli'd,  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

£.  Fun.  Ay,  but  inftead  of  pufhing  in  tierce, 
fhe  pufheJ  me  in  carte,  and  came  fo  thick  with 
her  thrufts  that  it  was  not  in  nature  to  parry 
them. 

/.  Fun.  Well,  well,  I  am  fully  convinc'd  of 
your  (kill  ;  but  1  think,  brother  Zac.  you  hinted 
an  intention  of  marrying,  is  that  your  defign  ? 
.    Z.  Fun.  Undoubtedly. 

/.  Fun.  And  when  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Why  this  evening. 

/.  Fun.  So  fudden  !  and  pray  is  it  a  fecret  to 


Z  Fun.  A  fecret,  no,  I  am  proud  of  the  match  ; 
(he  brings  me  all  that  I  want,  her  veins  full  of 
good  blood  :  fuch  a  family  !  fuch  an  alliance  !  zooks, 
Ihe  has  a  pedigree  as  long  as  the  Mall,  brother 
Ifaac,  with  large  trees  on  each  fide,  and  all  the 
boughs  loaded  with  lords. 

1.  Fun.  But  has  the  lady  no  name. 

Z.  Fun.  Name  !  ay,  fuch  a  name,  lord,  we 
have  nothing  like  it  in  London  :  none  of  your 
ilunded  little  dwarfifh  words  of  one  fy  liable  ;  your 
Watts,  and  your  Potts,  and  your  Trotts  ;  this 
rumbles  through  the  throat  like  a  cart  with  broad 
wheels.  Mrs.  Mechlin,  you  can  pronounce  it  bet- 
ter than  me. 

Mrs.  Mucb.  Lady  Sacharifla  Mackirkincroft. 

Z.  Fun.  Kirkincroft  !  there  are  a  mouthful  of 
fyllabies  for  you.  Lineally  defcended  from  Her- 
cules Alexander  Charlemagne  Hannibal,  Earl  of 
Glendowcr,  prime  minifter  to  king  Malcolm  the 
£rft, 

/.  Fun. 
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/.  Fun.  And  are  all  the  parties  agreed  ? 

%.  Fun.  I  can't  fay  quite  all ;  for  the  right  ho- 
nourable peer  that  is  to  be  my  pappa,  (who  by  the 
bye  is  as  proud  as  the  devil,)  has  flatly  renounc'd 
the  alliance,  calls  me  here  in  his  letter  Plebeian, 
and  fays  if  we  have  any  children,  they  will  turn  out 
very  little  better  than  pye-balls. 

/.  Fun.  And  what  does  the  gentlewoman  fay? 

Z.  Fun.  The  gentlewoman  !  Oh,  the  gentlewo- 
man (who  between  ourfdves)  is  pretty  near  as  high 
as  her  father  •,  but,  however,  my  pcrfon  has  prov'd 
too  hard  for  her  pride,  and  I  take  the  affair  to  be 
as  good  as  concluded. 

/.  Fun.  It  is  refolv'd  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Fix'd. 

1.  Fttn.  I  am  forry  for  it. 

Z.  Fun.  Why  fo  ?  come,  come,  brother  Ifaac, 
don't  be  uneafy,  I  have  a  flirewd  guefs  at  your 
grievance  ;  but  though  you  may  not  be  fufFer'd  to 
fee  lady  Scracarifla  at  firft,  yet  who  knows  before 
long  I  may  have  intereft  enough  with  her  to  bring 
it  about ;  and  in  the  mean  time  you  may  dine 
when  you  will  with  the  fteward. 

/.  Fun.  You  are  exceedingly  kind. 

Z.  Fun.  Mrs.  Mechlin,  you  don't  think  my  lady 
will  gainfay  it  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  By  no  means  ;  it  is  wonderful,  con- 
fidering  her  rank,  how  mild  and  condelcending  (he 
is  :  why,  but  yelierday,  fays  her  Ladylhip  to  me, 
though,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  it  can't  be  fuppos'd  that  I 
fhou'd  admit  any  of  the  Fungus  family  into  my 
prefence 

Z.  Fun.  No,  no,  to  be  fure ;  not  at  firft,  as  I 
faid. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Yet  his  brother,  or  any  other  rela- 
tion may  dine  with  the  fervants  every  day. 

C  *  Z.  Fun. 
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Z.  Fun.  176  you  hear,  Ifaac?  There's  your  true, 
inherent  nobility,  fo  humble  and  affable  !  but  peo- 
ple of  real  rank  never  have  any  pride  ;  that  is  only 
for  upftarts. 

7.  Fun.  Wonderfully  gracious !  but  here,  bro- 
ther Zac.  you  miftake  me,  it  is  not  for  myfelf  I  am 
forry. 

Z.  Fun.  Whom  then  ? 

I.  Fun.  For  you.  Don't  you  think  that  your 
wife  will  dcfpife  you  ? 

Z.  Fun.  No. 

7.  Fun.  Can  you  fuppofe  that  you  will  live  toge- 
ther a  month  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Yes. 

7.  Fun.  Why,  can  you  bear  to  walk  about  your 
own  houfe  like  a  paltry  dependant  ? 

Z.  Fun.  No. 

7.  Fun.  To  have  yourfelf  and  your  orders  con- 
temnM  by  your  fervants  ? 

Z.  Fun.   No. 

7.  Fun.  To  fee  your  property  devoured  by  your 
lady's  beggarly  coufins,  who,  notwithftanding, 
won't  voucr&fe  you  a  nod  ? 

Z.  Pun.  No. 

7.  Fun.  Can  you  be  blind  at  her  bidding,  run  at 
her  fending,  come  at  her  calling,  dine  by  yourfelf 
when  (lie  has  bettermbft  company,  and  fleep  fix 
nights  a  week  in  the  garret  ? 

Z.  Fun.  No. 

7.  Fun.  Why,  will  you  dare  to  difobey,  have  the 
impudence  to  difpute  the  fovereign  will  and  plea- 
fure  of  a  lady  like  her  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Ay,  marry  will  I. 

7.  Fun.  And  don't  you  expect  a  whole  clan  of 
Andrew  Ferraros,  with  their  naked  points  at  your 
throat  ? 

Z.  Fun. 
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Z.  Fun.  No. 

/.  Fun.  Then  you  don't  know  half  you  will  have 
to  go  through. 

Z.  Fun.  Look  you,  brother,  I  know  what  you 
wou'd  be  at ;  you  don't  mean  I  fhou'd  marry  at 
all. 

/.  Fun.  Indeed,  brother  Zachary,  you  wrong 
me ;  I  mould  with  pleafure  fee  you  equally 
match'd,  that  is,  to  one  of  your  own  rank,  and 
condition. 

Z.  Fun,  You  would  ?  I  don't  doubt  it,  but  that 
is  a  pleafure  you  never  will  have.  Look  you,  Ifaac, 
I  have  made  up  my  mind  j  it  is  a  lady  I  like,  and 
a  lady  I  will  have ;  and  if  you  fay  any  more,  I'll 
not  be  contented  with  that,  for  damme,  I'll  marry 
a  duchefs. 

Enter  LA  FLEUR. 

La  Fleur.  Le  Maitre  pour  donner  d'  Eloquence. 

Z.  Fun.  What  does  the  puppy  fay,  Mrs.  Mech- 
lin, for  you  know  I  can't  parler  vous. 

Mrs.  Mech.  The  gentleman  from  the  city,  that 
is  to  make  you  a  fpeaker. 

Z.  Fun.  Odzooks !  a  fpecial  fine  fellow,  let's 
have  him, 

Mrs.  Mech.  Faites  1*  entrer.  [Exit  LA  FLEUR. 

1.  Fun.  Brother,  as  you  are  bufy,  I  will  take 
another 

Z.  Fun.  No,  no,  this  is  the  fined  fellow  of  all, 
it  is  he  that  is  to  make  me  a  man  ;  and  hark  ye, 
brother,  if  I  (hou'd  chance  to  rife  in  the  (late,  no 
more  words,  your  bufmefs  is  done. 

7.  Fun.  What,  I  reckon  fome  member  of  par- 
liament. 

Z,  Fun,  A  member !  Lord  help  you,  brother 
C  3  Ifaac, 
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Ifaac,  this  man  is  a  whole  fenatc  himfclf.     Why  it 
is  the  famous  orationer  that  has  publifh'd  the  book. 

/.  Fun.  What,  Mr.  Gruel  ? 

Z.  Fun.  The  fame. 

1.  Fun.  Yes,  I  have  feen  his  name  in  the  News. 

Z.  Fun.  His   knowledge  is  wonderful ;  he  has 

toki  me  fuch  fecrets Why  do  you  know,  Ifaac, 

by  what  means  Vis  we  fpeak  ? 

/.  Fun.  Speak  !  why  we  fpeak  with  our  mouths. 

Z.  Fun.  No,  we  don't. 

/.  Fun   No  ! 

Z.  Fun.  No.  He  fays  we  fpeak  by  means  of 
the  tongue,  the  teeth,  and  the  throat ;  and  with- 
out them  we  only  mould  bellow. 

/.  Fun.  But  furely  the  mouth — 

Z,  Fun.  The  mouth,  I  tell  you,  is  little  or  no- 
thing, only  juft  a  cavity  for  the  air  to  pafs 
through. 

/.  Fun.  Indeed  ! 

Z.  Fun.  That's  all ;  and  when  the  cavity's  fmall, 
little  founds  will  come  out ;  when  large,  the  great 
ones  proceed  :  obfcrve  now  in  whiftling  and  bawl- 
ing  [wbiftles  and  bawls  ] — DJ  you  fee  ?  Oh, 

he  is  a  miraculous  man. 

/.  Fun.  But  of  what  ufe  is  all  this  ? 

Z.  Fun.  But  it's  knowledge,  an't  it;  and  of 
what  fignification  is  that,  you  fool !  And  then  as 
to  Ufe,  why  he  can  make  me  fpeak  in  any  man- 
ner he  pleafes  ;  as  a  lawyer,  a  merchanr,  a  coun- 
try gentleman  ;  whatever  the  fubjedt  requires— 
But  here  he  is. 

Enter  Mr.  GRUEL. 

Mr.  Gruel,  your  fervant;  I  have  been  holding  forth 
in  your  praife, 

Grud. 


TtiE    COMMISSARY.          39 

Gruel.  I  make  no  doubt,  Mr.  Fungus,  but  to 
your  declamation,  or  recitation  (as  Quintilian  more 
properly  terms  it^  I  (hall  be  indebted  for  much  future 
praije,  in  as  much  as  the  reputation  of  the  fcholar 
does  (as  I  may  fay)  confer,  or  rather  as  it  were  re- 
flect, a  marvellous  kind  of  luftre  on  the  fame  of  the 
mafter  himfelf. 

Z.  Fun.  There,  Ifaac  !  didft  ever  hear  the  like  ? 
he  talks  juft  as  if  it  were  all  out  of  a  book  ;  what 
wou'd  you  give  to  be  able  to  utter  fuch  words  ? 

7.  Fun.  And  what  Ihou'd  I  do  with  them  ?  them 
holiday  terms  wou'd  not  pafs  in  my  fhop  j  there's 
no  buying  and  felling  with  them. 

GrueL  Your  obfervation  is  pithy  and  pertinent : 
different  ftations  different  idioms  demand  ;  polilhed 
periods  accord  ill  with  the  mouths  of  mechanics  ;  but 
as  that  tribe  is  permitted  to  circulate  a  bafer  kind  of 
coin,  for  the  eafe  and  convenience  of  inferior  traf- 
fic, fo  it  is  indulg'd  with  a  vernacular  or  vicious  vul- 
gar phraieology,  to  carry  on  their  interlocutory  com- 
merce.— But  I  doubt,  Sir,  I  foar  above  the  region  of 
your  comprehenfion  ? 

I.  Fun.  Why  if  you  would  come  down  a  flep  or 
two,  I  can't  fay  but  I  fhould  underftand  you  the 
better. 

Z.  Fun.  And  I  too. 

GrueL  Then  to  the  familiar  I  fall :  if  the  gentle- 
man has  any  ambition  to  Ihine  at  a  veftry,  a  com- 
mon-hall, or  even  a  convivial  club,  I  can  fupply 
him  with  ample  materials. 

/.  Fun*  No,  I  have  no  fuch  defire. 

GrueL  Not  to  lofe  time  j  your  brother  here,  f  for 
fuch  I  find  the  gentleman  is,)  in  other  refpects  a 
common  man  like  your  (elf — 

Z,  Fun.  No  better. 

GrueL  Obferve  how  alter'd  by  means  of  my  art : 
C  4  are 
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are  you  prepared  in  the  fpeech  on  the  great  impor- 
tance of  trade  ? 

Z.  Fun.    Pretty  well,   I  believe. 
Gruel.    Let  your  gefticulations  be  chafte,    and 
your  mufcular  movements  confident. 

Z.  Fun .  Never  fear \JLnte r  JENNY,  and  wbif- 

pers  Mrs.  MECHLIN.] 
Mrs.  Mechlin,  you'll  flay  ? 

Mrs,  Mtcb.  A  little  bufinefs ;  I'll  return  in  an 
inftant.  [Exit  Mrs.  MECHLIN. 

Gruel.  A  little  here  to  the  left,  if  you  pleafe,  Sir, 
there  you  will  only  catch  his  profile — that's  right— r 
now  you  will  have  the  full  force  of  bis  face  j  one, 
JWQ,  three;  now  off  you  go. 

Z.  Fun.  When  I  confider  the  vaft  importance  of 
this  day's  debate  ;  when  I  revolve  the  various  vicif- 
fitudes  that  this  foil  has  fuflain'd ;  when  I  ponder 
what  our  painted  progenitors  were  ;  and  what  we, 
their  civilized  fuccellbrs,  are ;  when  I  reflect,  that 

they  fed  on  crab-apples  and  chefnuts 

Gruel.  Pignuts,  good  Sir,  if  you  pleafe. 
Z.  Fun.  You  are  right ;  crab-apples  and  pig- 
puts  ;  and  that  we  feaft  on  green-peas,  and  on  cuf- 
taids :  when  I  trace,  in  the  recording  hiftorical  page, 
that  their  floods  gave  them  nothing  but  frogs,  and 
now  that  we  have  fim  by  land-carriage,  1  am  lofl 
in  amazement  at  the  prodigious  power  of  commerce. 
Hail,  commerce  !  daughter  of  induftry,  ronfort  to 
(credit,  parent  of  opulence,  full  filler  to  liberty,  and 

great  grandmother  to  the  art  of  navigation 

/.  bun.  Why  this  gentlewoman  has  a  pedigree  as 
long  as  your  wife's,  brother  Zac. 

^.  Fun.  Prithee,  Ilaac,  be  quiet — art  of  navigation 

— a — a — 'vigation Zooks,  that  fellow  has  put 

me  quite  out. 

Gruel. 
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Gruel.  It  matters  not;  this  clay's  performance  has 
largely  fulfill'd  your  yefterday's  promife. 

Z.  Fun.  But  I  han't  half  done,  the  befl  is  to 
come  ;  let  me  juft  give  him  that  part  about  turn^ 
pegs — for  the  Houghs,  the  mires,  the  ruts,  the  im- 
paiTable  bogs,  that  the  languid,  but  generous,  fteed 
travelled  through  ;  he  now  pricks  up  his  ears,  he 
neighs,  he  canters,  he  capers  through  a  whole  re- 
gion of  turnpegs. 

Enter  Mrs.  MECHLIN, 

Mrs.  Mech.  Your  Riding-mafter  is  below. 

Z.  Fun.  Gadfo !  then  here,  we  muft  end. 
You'll  pardon  me,  good  Mr.  Gruel ;  for  as  I  want 
to  be  a  fmim'd  gentleman  as  foon  as  I  can,  it  is  im- 
poffible  for  me  to  flick  long  to  any  one  thing. 

Gruel.  Sir,  though  your  exit  is  rather  abrupt, 
yet  the  multiplicity  of  your  avocations,  do,  (as  I 
may  fay)  in  fome  meafure,  cicatrize  the  otherwife 
mortal  wound  on  this  occafion  fuftained  by  decorum. 

Z.  Fun.  Cicatrife !  I  could  hear  him  all  day. 
He  is  a  wonderful  man.  Well,  Mr.  Gruel,  to-mor- 
row we  will  at  it  again. 

Gruel.  You  will  find  me  prompt  at  your  flighteft 
volition. 

Z.  Fun.  I  wifh,  brother  Ifaac,  I  could  have  ftaid, 
you  mould  have  heard  me  oration  away  like  a  law- 
yer, about  pleadings  and  prefidents;  but  all  in  good 
time. [Exit  FUNGUS. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  This  gentleman,  Sir,  will  gain  you 
vaft  credit. 

Gruel.  Yes,  Ma'am,  the  capabilities  of  the  gen- 
tleman, I  confefs,  are  enormous ;  and  as  to  you  I 
am  indebted  for  this  promifing  pupil,  you  will  per- 
mit me  to  expunge  the  obligation  by  an  inftantane- 

ous 
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ous  and  gratis  lecture  on  that  fpecies  of  eloquence 
peculiar  to  ladies. 

Mrs.  Mccb.  Oh,  Sir,  I  have  no  fort  of  occa- 
fion 

Gruel.  As  to  that  biped,  man,  (for  fuch  I  de- 
fine him  to  be)  a  male  or  tnafculine  manner  be* 
longs 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Any  other  time,  good  Mr.  Gruel. 

Gruel.  So  to  that  biped,  woman,  (he  participa- 
ting of  his  general  nature,  the  word  homo,  in  Latin, 
being  promifcuoufly  ufed  as  woman  or  man 

Mrs.  Mecb,  For  Heaven's  fake 

Gruel.  But  being  caft  in  a  more  tender  and  deli- 
cate mold 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Sir,  I  have  twenty  people  in  waiting — 

Gruel.  The  foft,  fupple,  infinuating  graces — 

Mrs.  Mecb.  1  muft  infift • 

Gruel.  Do  appertain  (as  I  may  fay)  in  a  more 
peculiar,  or  particular,  manner  •,<  "•  •  •  - 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Nay,  then 

Gruel.  Her  rank  in  the  order  of  entities — 

Mrs.  Mecb.  I  muft  thruft  you  out  of  my  houfe. 

Gruel.  Not  calling  her  forth- 

Mrs*  Mdcb.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a [pujhing 

bim  out,] 

Re  enter  GRUEL. 

Gruel.  To  thofe  eminent,  hazardous,  and  (as  I 
ma}  fay)  perilous  conflicts,  which  fo  often — 

Mrs._Mech.  Get  down  flairs,  and  be  hang'd  to 
you —  \_pujhes  bim  out."]  There  he  goes,  as  I  live, 
from  the  top  to  the  bottom  :  I  hope,  I  han't  done 
him  a  mifchief :  You  ar'n't  hurt,  Mr.  Gruel  ? — No, 
all's  late  ;  I  hear  him  going  on  with  his  fpeech  ;  an 
impertinent  puppy. 

/.  Fun. 
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/.  Fun.  Impertinent,  indeed  :  I  wonder  all  thofe 
people  don't  turn  your  head,  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Oh,  I  am  pretty  well  ufed  to  'em. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  Mr.  Ifaac,  if  you  will  ftep 
into  the  next  room,  I  have  fomething  to  communi- 
cate that  well  deferves  your  attention. 

[Exit  ISAAC  FUNGUS. 

Enter  SIMON. 

Sim.  Doftor  Catgut  at  the  foot  of  the  flairs. 

Mrs.  Mech*  The  devil  he  is !  What  can  have 
brought  him  at  this  time  of  day  ?  Watch,  Simon, 
that  nobody  comes  up  whilft  he  is  here.  [Exit  SI- 
MON. ~]  I  hope  he  has  not  heard  of  the  pretty  prefent 
\ve  fent  him  to  day. 

Enter  Dr.  CATGUT. 

Dr.  Cat.  Madam  Mechlin,  your  humble.  I  have, 
Ma'am,  received  a  couple  of  compliments  from  your 
manfion  this  morning  5  one  I  find  from  a  lodger  of 
your's,  the  orher  I  prefume  from  your  niece -,  but 
for  the  laft,  I  rather  fuppofe  I  am  indebted  to  you. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Me  !  indeed,  Doctor,  you  are  widely 
miftaken  ;  I  aflure  you,  Sir,  fince  your  bufinefs 
broke  our,  I  have  never  fet  eyes  of  her  once". 

Dr.  Cat.  Then  I  am  falfly  informed. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  But  after  all  you  muft  own  it  is  but 
what  you  defer ve ;  I  wonder,  Doctor,  you  don't 
leave  off  thefe  tricks. 

Dr.  Cat.  Why  what  can  I  do,  Mrs.  Mechlin  ? 
my  conftitution  requires  it. 

Mrs.  Mtch.  Indeed  !  1  Ihou'd  not  have  thought  it. 

Dr.  Cat.  Then  the  dear  little  devils  are  fo  defpe- 
rately  fond. 

Mi  s.  Mecb.  Without  doubt. 

Dr. 
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Dr.  Cat.  And  for  frolick,  flirtation,  diligence, 
drefs  and  addrefs 

Mrs.  Mecb.  To  be  fure. 

Dr.  Cat,  For  what  you  call  genuine  gallantry, 
few  men,  I  flatter  myfelf,  will  be  found  that  can 
match  me. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Oh,  that's  a  point  given  up. 

Dr.  Cat.  Hark  ye,  Molly  Mechlin,  let  me  pe- 
rifh,  child,  you  look  divinely  to-day. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Indeed  ! 

Dr.  Cat.  But  that  I  have  two  or  three  affairs  on 
my  hands,  I  ftiou'd  be  pofitively  tempted  to  trifle 
with  thee  a  little. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Ay,  but  Doftor,  confider  I  am  not 
of  a  trifling  age,  it  wou'd  be  only  lofmg  your  time. 

Dr.  Cat.  Ha,  fo  coy !  But  a  propos,  Molly, 
this  lodger  of  your's ;  who  is  he,  and  what  does  he 
want  ? 

Mrs.  Meek.  You  have  heard  of  the  great  Mr. 
Fungus  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  Well ! 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Being  informed  of  your  fkill  and  abi- 
lities, he  has  fent  for  you  to  teach  him  to  fing. 

£)r.  Cat.  Me  teach  him  to  fing  !  What  does  the 
fcoundrel  mean  to  affront  me  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Affront  you  ! 

Dr.  Cat.  Why  don't  you  know,  child,  that  I 
quitted  that  paltry  profcffion  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb,  Not  I. 

Dr.  Cat.  Oh,  intirely  renounc'd  it. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Then  what  may  you  follow  at  pre- 
fent? 

Dr.  Cat.  Me! — nothing.      Jam  a  poet,  my  dear. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  A  poet ! 

Dr.  Cat.  A  poet.  The  mufes — you  know  I  was 
always  fond  of  the  ladies  :  I  fuppofe  you  have  heard 

of 
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of  Shakefpear,  and  Shadwell,  of  Tom  Brown,  and 
of  Milton,  and  Hudibras  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  I  have. 

Dr.  Cat.  I  fhall  blaft  all  their  laurels,  by  gad  ; 
I  have  juft  given  the  public  a  tafte,  but  there's  a 
belly-full  for  them  in  my  larder  at  home. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Upon  my  word,  you  furprfe  me  j 
but  pray,  is  poetry  a  trade  to  be  learn'd  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  Doubtlefs.  Capital  as  I  am,  I  have  not 
acquired  it  above  a  couple  of  years. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  And  cou'd  you  communicate  your 
art  to  another  ? 

Dr.  Cat.,  To  be  fure.  Why  I  have  here  in  my 
pocket,  my  dear,  a  whole  folio  of  rhioies,  from  Z 
quite  to  great  A.  Let  us  fee,  A.  ay,  here  it  begins, 
A,  afs,  pafs,  grafs,  mafs,  lafs,  and  fo  quite  thro' 
the  alphabet  down  to  Z.  Zounds,  grounds, 
mounds,  pounds,  hounds. 

Mrs .  Mech.  And  what  do  you  do  with  thofe 
rhimes  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  Oh,  we  fupply  them. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Supply  them  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  Ay,  fill  them  up,  as  I  will  Ihew  you. 
Laft  week,  in  a  ramble  to  Dulwich,  I  made  thefe 
rhimes  into  a  duet  for  a  new  comic  opera  I  have  on 
the  flocks.  Mind,  for  I  look  upon  the  words  as  a 
model  for  that  fort  of  writing. 

Firft  (he. — There  to  fee  the  fluggijh  afs, 

Through  the  meadows  as  we. pafs , 
Eating  up  the  farmer's  grafs, 
Blyth  and  merry,  by  the  mafs, 
As  a  lively  country  lajs. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Very  pretty. 

Dr.  Cat.  A'n't  it  ?     Then  he  replies, 

Hear 
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Hear  the  farmer  cry  out,  zounds ! 
As  be  trudges  through  the  grounds, 
Tonder  beaft  has  broke  my  mounds ; 
If  the  parijh  has  no  -pounds^ 
Kill,  and  give  him  to  the  hounds. 

Then  Da  Capo,  both  join  in  repeating  the  laft 
ftanza  ;  and  this  tack'd  to  a  tolerable  tune,  will  run 
you  for  a  couple  of  months.  You  obferve  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Clearly.  As  our  gentleman  is  de- 
firous  to  learn  all  kinds  of  things,  I  can't  help  think- 
ing but  he  will  take  a  fancy  to  this. 

Dr.  Cat.  In  that  cafe,  he  may  command  me, 
my  dear ;  and  I  promife  you,  in  a  couple  of 
months,  he  lhall  know  as  much  of  the  matter  as 
I  do. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  At  prefent  he  is  a  little  engaged,  but 
as  foon  as  the  honey-moon  is  over 

Dr.  Cat.  Honey-moon  !  "Why  is  he  going  to  be 
marry  'd  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  This  evening,  I  fancy. 

Dr.  Cat.  The  fined  opportunity  for  an  introduc- 
tion in  nature.  I  have  by  me,  Ma'am  Mechlin ,  of 
my  own  compofition,  fuch  an  epithalmium - 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Thalmium,  what's  that  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  A  kind  of  an  elegy,  that  we  poets 
compofe  at  the  folemnization  of  weddings. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Oh,  oh  ! 

Dr.  Cat.  It  is  let  to  mufick  already  ;  for  I  flill 
compofe  for  myfelf. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  You  do  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  \  es.  What  think  you  now  of  provid- 
ing a  band,  and  ferenading  the  'Squire  to-night  ? 
It  will  be  a  pretty  extempore  compliment. 

Mrs.  Mscb.  The  prettieft  thought  in  the  world. 

But 
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But  I  hear  Mr.  Fungus's  bell.      You'll  excufe  me, 
dear  Doctor,  you  may  fuppofe  we  are  bufy. 

Dr,  Cat.  No  apology  then,  I'll  about  it  this 
inftant. 

Mrs.  Mech.  As  foon  as  you  pleafe  ; — any  thing  to 
get  you  out  of  the  way.  [Afide  and  exit.'] 

Dr.  Cat.  Your  obfequious,  good  Madam  Mech- 
lin. But  notwithstanding  all  your  fine  fpeeches,  I 
fhrewdly  fufpedt  my  blefled  bargain  at  home  was  a 
prefent  from  you  ;  and  what  fhall  I  do  with  it  ? — 
Thefe  little  embarrafles  we  men  of  intrigue  are  eter- 
nally fubject  to.  There  will  be  no  fending  it  back, 
bhe  will  never  let  it  enter  the  houfe. — Hey  !  gad, 
a  lucky  thought  is  come  into  my  head  »  this  fere- 

nade  is  finely  contrived Madam  Mechlin  mail 

have  her  coufin  again,  for  I  will  return  her  bye-blow 
in  the  body  of  a  double  bafe-viol ;  fo  the  Bawd  (hall 

have  a  concert  as  well  as  the  'Squire. •  . 

[Exit  Dr.  CATGUT,] 


END  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT         III. 

SCENE  continues. 

Enter  HARPY,  YOUNG  LOVE  IT,  and  JENNY. 

Harpy* 

TELL  youf  miftrefs  my  name  is  Harpy  ;    fhfc 
knows  me,  and  how  precious  my  time  is. 
Jen.  Mr.  Harpy,  the  attorney  of  Furnival's  Inn  ? 

[Exit  Jenny* 

Har.  The  fame.  Ay,  ay,  young  gentleman,  this 
is  your  woman  ;  I  warrant  your  bufinefs  is  done. 
You  knew  Kitty  Williams,  that  marry'd  Mr.  Abed- 
nego  Potiphar,  the  Jew  broker  ? 

r.  LOV.  i  did. 

Har.  And  Robin  Rainbow,  the  nappy  hufband 
of  the  widow  Champanfy,  from  the  ifle  of  St.  Kitt's  ? 

T.  Lev.  I  have  feen  him. 

Har.  AH  owing  to  her.  Her  fuccefs  in  that 
branch  of  bufinefs  is  wonderful  !  Why,  I  dare  be- 
lieve, fince  laft  fummer,  Ihe  has  not  fent  off  lefs 
than  forty  couple  to  Edinburgh. 

T.  Lov.  Indeed  !  She  muft  be  very  adroit. 

Har.  Adroit  !  You  fh  all  judge  ;  I  will  tell  you  a 
cafe  :  you  know  the  large  brick  houfe  at  Peckham, 
•with  a  turrit  at  top  ? 

r.  Lev.- 
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r.Loir.  Well. 

Har.  There  liv'd  Mifs  Cicely  Mite,  the  only 
daughter  of  old  Mite  the  cheefemonger,  at  the  cor- 
ner of  Nevvgate-ftreet,  juft  turn'd  of  fourteen,  and 
under  the  wing  of  an  old  maiden  aunt,  as  watchful 
as  a  dragon — but  hufti — I  hear  Mrs.  Mechlin,  I'll 
take  another  feaibn  to  finish  my  tale. 

T.  Lov.  But,  Mr.  Harpy,  as  thefe  kind  of  wo- 
men are  a  good  deal  given  to  goffiping,  I  wou'd  ra- 
ther my  real  name  was  a  fecret  till  there  is  a  fort  of 
neceffity. 

Har.  Goffiping!  She,  lord  help,  .you,  Ihe  is  as 
clofe  as  a  Catholic  conteiTor. 

T.  Lov.  That  may  be,  but  you'  muft  give  me 
leave  to  in fi ft. 

Har.  Well,  well,  as  you  pleafe. 

Enter  Mrs.  MECHLIN. 

Your  very  humble  fervant,  good  Madam  Mechlin  ; 
I"  have  taken  the  liberty  to  introduce  a  young  gen- 
tleman, a  friend  of  mine,  to  crave  your  affiftance. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Any  friend  of  yours,  Mr.  Harpy  ; 
— won't  you  be  feated,  Sir  ? 

T.  Lov.  Ma'am.  [They  fit  down.] 

Mrs.  Mecb.  And  pray,  Sir,  how  can  I  ferve  you  ? 

Har.  Why,  Ma'am,  the  gentleman's  fituation  is 

but,  Sir,  you  had  better  ftate  your  cafe  to  Mrs. 

Mechlin  yourlelf. 

T.  Lov.  Why,  you  are  to  know,  Ma'am,  that  I 
am  juft  efcap'd  from  the  univerfity,  where  (I  need 
not  tell  you)  you  are  greatly  efteem'd. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Very  obliging.  I  muft  own,  Sir, 
I  have  had  a  very  great  refpedt  for  that  learned  body, 
ever  (ince  they  made  a  near  and  dear  friend  of  mine 
a  doctor  of  mufic. 

T.  Lov.  Yes,  Ma'am,  I  remember  the  gentleman. 
D  Mrs.  Mecb. 
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Mrs.  Mecb.  Do  you  know  him,  Sir?  I  expeft  him 
here  every  minute  to  inftruct  a  lodger  of  mine. 

T.  Lov.  Not  intimately.  Juft  arrived,  but  lad 
night ;  upon  my  coming  to  town  I  found  my  father 
deceas'd,  and  all  his  fortune  devis'd  to  his  relift, 
my  mother. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  W'hat,  the  whole  ! 

7".  Lev.  Every  milling— that  is,  for  her  life. 

Mrs.  Mecb*  And  to  what  fum  may  it  amount  ? 

T.  Lov.  Why,  my  mother  is  eternally  telling 
me,  that,  after  her,  I  mall  inherit  fifty  or  fixty  thou- 
iand  at  leaft. 

Mrs.  Muh.  Upon  my  word,  a  capital  fum. 

T.  Lov.  But  of  what  ufe,  my  dear  Mrs.  Mechlin, 
iince  me  refufes  to  advance  me  a  guinea  upon  the 
credit  of  it,  and  while  the  grafs  grows — you  know 
the  proverb — 

Mrs.  Mecb.  What,  I  fuppofe  you  want  fomc- 
thing  for  prefent  fubfiftence. 

T.  Lov.  -Juft  my  fituation. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Have  you  thought  of  nothing  for 
yourfelf? 

T.  Lov.  I  am  refolv'd  to  be  guided  by  you. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  What  do  you  think  of  a  wife  ? 

T.  Lov.  A  wife! 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Come,  come,  don't  defpife  my  ad- 
vice :  when  a  young  man's  finances  are  low,  a  wife 
is  a  much  better  refource  than  a  ufurer  \  and  there 
are  in  this  town  a  number  of  kind-hearted  widows, 
that  take  a  pleafure  in  repairing  the  injuries  done 
by  fortune  to  handfome  young  fellows. 

Har.  Mrs.  Mechlin  has  reafon. 

Y*  Lov.  But,  dear  Ma'am,  what  can  I  do  with 
a  wife  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Do !  Why,  like  other  young  fel- 
lows who  marry  ladies  a  little  ftricken  in  years ; 
make  her  your  banker  and  ftevvard.  If  you  fay  but 

the 
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the  word,  before  night  I'll  give  you  a  widow  with 
two  thoufand  a  year  in  her  pocket. 

T.  Lov.  Two  thoufand  a 'year !  a  pretty  employ- 
ment, if  the  relidence  cou'd  but  be  difpens'd  with. 

Mrs.  Mech.  What  do  you  mean  by  refidence  ? 
Do  you  think  a  gentleman,  like  a  pitiful  trader,  is 
to  be  eternally  tack'd  to  his  wife's  petticoat :  when 
fhe  is  in  town,  be  you  in  the  country  ;  as  fhe  fhifts, 
do  you  fhift.  Why,  you  need  not  be  with  her  above 
thirty  days  in  the  year ;  and  let  me  tell  you,  you 
won't  find  a  more  eafy  condition  :  twelve  months 
fubfiftence  for  one  month's  labour ! 

T.  Lov.  Two  thoufand  a  year,   you  are  fure  ? 

Mn.  Mecb.  The  leaft  penny. 

T.  Lov.  Well,  Madam,  you  (hall  difpofe  of  me 
juft  as  you  pleafe. 

Mrs.  Mecb,  Very  well ;  if  you  t/ill  call  in  half  an 
hour  at  fartheft,  I  believe  we  fhall  finifh  the  bufi- 
nefs. 

T.  Lov.  In  half  an  hour  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Precifely.  Oh,  difpatch  is  the  very 
life  and  foul  of  my  trade.  Mr.  Harpy  will  tell  you 
my  terms,  you  will  find  them  reafonable  enough. 

Har.  Oh,  I  am  fure  we  lhall  have  no  difpute 
about  thofe. 

T.  Lov.  No,  no. [Going.~] 

Mrs.  Mech.  Oh,  but  Mr.  Harpy,  it  may  be  pro- 
per to  mention  that  the  gentlewoman,  the  party,  is 
upward  of  fixty. 

J*.  Lov.  With  all  my  heart ;  it  is  the  purfe,  not 
the  perfon  I  want.  Sixty  !  fhe  is  quite  a  girl ;  I 
wilh  with  all  my  foul  Ihe  was  ninety. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Get  you  gone,  you  are  a  devil,  I  fee 
that. 

T.  Lov.  Well,  for  half  an  hour,  fweet  Mrs. 
Mechlin,  adreu. 

[Exeunt  Young  Loveit  and  Harpy. 
D  2  Mrs. 
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Mrt.  Mecb.  Soh !  I  have  provided  for  my  dowager 
from  .Devbnfhire  fquare,  and  now  to  cater  for  my 
commiflary.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  FUNGUS  and  BRIDOUN. 

Fun.   So,  in  fix  .weeks Oh,    Mrs.  Mechlin, 

any  news  from  the  L 

Mrs.  M-.cb.  I  expect  her  here  every  moment.  She 
is  confcious  that  in  this  ilep  ihe  defcendb  Irom  her 
dignity  ;  but  being  defirous  to  icreen  ycu  froui  ihe 
fury  of  her  noble  relations,  me  is  determined  to  let 
them  fee  that  the  ad:  and  deed:is  intirely  her  own. 

Fun.    Very  kind,    very  obliging,    indeed.     But, 
Mrs  Mechlin,  as  the  family  is  fo  furious,   1  icckon 
'  we  {ball  never  be  reconciled. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  I  jion't  know  that.  When  you  have 
bought  com  millions  for  her  three  yuungcr  brothers, 
difcharg'd  the  mortgage  on  ihe  patem  '  eflate,  nnd 
pordon'd  off  eight  or  nine  of  her  filters,  it  is  not  im- 
poffible  but  my  loi'd  may  be  prevailed  oil  to  fuffer 
your  name 

Fun.   Do  you  think  fo  ? 

'Airs.  Mecb.  But  then  a  work  of  time,  Mr.  Fungus. 

Fun.  Ay,  ay,'  I  know  very  well  things  of  that 
kind  are  not  brought  about  in  a  hurry. 

Mrs.  Mich*  But  I  muft  prepare  matters  for  the 
lady's  reception. 

Fun.  By  all  means.  The  jewels  are  fent  to  her 
ladvfhip  ? 

Mrs  Mecb.  To  be  fure. 

Fun.  And  the  ring  for  her  ladyfliip,  and  her  la- 
dylhip's  licence  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Ay,  ay,  and  her  ladyfliip's  parfon 
too;  all  are  prepar'd. 

Fun.  Farion  !  why  won't  her  ladyfliip  pleafe  to 
be  marry 'd  at  Fowl's  ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mech.  Lord,  Mr.  Fungus,  do  you  think  a 
lady  of  her  rank  and  condition  would  bear  to  be  feen 
in  public  at  once  with  a  perfon  like  you  ? 

Fun.  That's  true,  I 

Mrs.  Mech.  No,  no;  I  have  fent  to  Dr.  Tickle- 
text,  and  the  bufmefs  will  be  done  in  the  parlour 
below. 

Fun.  As  you  and  her  ladyfhip  plcafes,  good  Mrs. 
Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Mech.  You  will  get  drefs'd  as  foon  as  you 
can.  • 

Fuft.  I  ihnll  only  take  a  ihort  leffon  from  Mr. 
Bridoun,  and  then  wait  her  ladyfliip's  pleafure.  'Mrs. 
Mechlin,  may  my  brother  be- by  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Ay,  ay,  provided  his  being  fo  is  kept 
a  fecret  from  her. 

Fun.  Never  fear. [Exit  Mrs.  Mechlin.] 

Well,  Mr.  Bridoun,  and  you  think  I  am  mended  a 
little  ? 

Brid.  A  great  deal. 

Fun.  And  that  in  a  month  or  fix  weeks  I  may 
be  able  to  prance  upon  a  long-tail'd  horfe  in  Hyde- 
Park,  without  any  danger  of  falling  ? 
.   Brid.  Without  doubt. 

Fun.  It  will  be  vaft  pleafant,  in  the  heat  of  the 
day,  to  canter  along  the  King's-road,  fide  by  fide, 
with  the  ladies,  in  the  thick  of  the  duft;  but  that 
I  mult  not  hope  for  this  fummer. 

Brid.  I  don't  know  that,  if  you  follow  it  cloff . 

tun.  Never  fear,  I  '{han't  be  fparing  of But 

come,  come,   let  us  get-  to  our  bufmefs John, 

have  the  carpenters  brought  home  my  new  hone  ? 

Enter  JOHN. 

John.  It  is  here,  Sir,  upon  the  top  of  the  flairs. 
D  3  Fun. 
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Fun.  Then  fetch  it  in,  in  an  irtftant.  [Exit 
John.]  What  a  deal  of  time  and  trouble  there  goes, 
Mr.  Bridoun,  to  the  making  a  gentleman.  And  do 
your  gentlemen  born  now  (for  I  reckon  you  have 
had  of  all  forts)  take  as  much  pains  as  we  do  ? 

Brid.  To  be  fure ;  but  they  begin  at  an  earlier 
age. 

Fun.  There  is  fomethirtg  in  that ;  I  did  not 
know  but  they  might  be  apter,  more  cuterer  now 
in  catching  their  iarning. 

Brid,  Difpofitions  do  certainly  differ. 

Fun.  Ay,  ay,  fomething  in  nater,  I  warrant,  as 
they  fay  the  children  of  blackamoors  will  fvvim  as 
foon  as  they  come  into  the  world. 

'(Enter  Servants  with  a  wooden  horfe.~\ 
Oh,  here  he  is, — ods  me  !   it  is  a  (lately  fine  bead. 

Brid,  Here  my  lads,  place  it  here —very  well; 

where's  your  fwitch,  Mr,  Fungus  ? 

Fun.  I  have  it, 

Brid.  Now  let  me  fee  you  vault  nimbly  into 
your  feat. — Zounds  !  you  are  got  on  the  wrong  fide, 
Mr.  Fungus. 

Fun,  1  am  fo  indeed,  but  we'll  foon  rectify  that. 
Now  we  are  right :  may  I  have  leave  to  lay  hold 
of  the  mane  ? 

Brid.  If  you  can't  mount  him  without. 

Fun.  1  will  try  ;  but  this  fteed  is  fo  devilifii  tall 
—-Mr.  Bridoun,  you  don':  think  he'll  throw  me  ? 

Brid.  Never  fear. 

Fun.  Well,  if  he  fhou'd  he  can't  kick  j  that's  one 
comfort,  however, 

Brid.  Now  mind  your  pofition. 

Fun.  Stay  till  I  recover  my  wind. 

Brid.  Let  your  head  be  erect. 

Fun.  There. 

And  your  fhoulders  fall  eafily  back. 

Fun. 
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Tun.  Ho -there. 

Brid.  Your  fwitch  perpendicular  in  your  right 

liand — —your  right that  is  it ;  your  left  to  the 

bridle. 

Fun.  There. 
.     Brid.  Your  knees  in,  and  your  toes  out. 

Fun.  There. 

Brid.  Are  you  ready  ? 

Fun.  When  you  will. 

Brid.  Off  you  go. 

Fun.  Don't  let  him  gallop  at  firft. 

Brid.  Very  well :  preferve  your  pofition. 

Fun.  I  warrant. 

Brid.  Does  he  carry  you  eafy  ? 

Fun.  All  the  world  like  a  cradle.  But,  Mr, 
Bridoun,  I  go  at  a  wonderful  rate. 

Brid.  Mind  your  knees, 

Fun.  Ay,  ay ;  I  can't  think  but  this  here  horfe 
{lands  ftill  very  near  as  faft  as  another  can  gallop. 

Brid.  Mind  your  toes. 

Fun.  Ho,  (lop  the  h'orfe.  Zounds  !  I'm  out  of 
the  ftirrups,  I  can't  fit  him  no  longer  ;  there  I 
go [Falls  off. 

Brid.  I  hope  you  ar'n't  hurt  ? 

Fun.  My  left  hip  has  a  little  contufion. 

Brid.  A  trifle,  quite  an  accident  •,  it  might  hap- 
pen to  the  very  beft  rider  in  England. 

Fun.  Indeed  i 

Brid.  We  have  fuch  things  happen  every  day  at 
the  manege  -,  but  you  are  vallly  improv'd. 

Fun.  Why,  I  am  grown  bolder  a  little  ;  and, 
Mr.  Bridoun,  when  do  you  think  I  may  venture 
to  ride  a  live  horfe? 

Brid.  '1  he  very  inftant  you  are  able  to  keep 
your  feat  on  a  dead  one. 

P  4  Enter 
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•  Enter  Mrs.  MECHLIN. 

Mrs.  Mcch.  Blefs  me,  Mr.  Fungus,  how  you 
are  trifling  your  time  !  I  expect  lady  Sachariiia 
every  moment,  and  fee  what  a  trim  you  are  in. 

Fun.  I  beg  pardon,  good  Madam  Mechlin.  I'll 
be  equipp'd  in  a  couple  of  minutes  ;  where  will 
her  ladymip  pleafe  to  receive  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  In  this  room,  to  be  fure  -,  come, 
ftir, '(fir  ! 

Fun.  I  have  had  a  little  fall  from  my  horfe. — 

I'll  go  as  fad  as  I Mr.  Bridoun,  will  you  lend 

me  a  lift  ?  \Exeunt  Fungus  and  Bridoun. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  There Jenny,  fhow  Mrs.  Loveit 

in  here Who's  there • — 


Enter  SERVANTS. 


,  c  .      ,  r  , 

ray  move  that  piece  of  lumber  out  of  the  way. 

'ome,  come,  make  hade.     Madam,  if  you'll  Hep 


P 
Come, 

in  here  for  a  moment. 


Enter  Mrs.  LOVEIT. 

Mrs.  Lov.  So,  fo,  Mrs.  Mechlin— well,  you  fee 
I  am  true  to  my  time  •,  and  how  have  you  throve, 
'  *my  good  woman  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Beyond  expectations. 

Mrs  Lov.  Indeed  !  And  have  you  provided  a 
party  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Ay,  and  fuch  a  party,  you  might 
fearch  the  town  round  before  you  cou'd  meet  with 
his  fellow  :  he'll  fuit  you  in  every  refpecl. 

Mrs.  Lov.  As  how,  as  how,  my  dear  woman  ? 

Mrs.  Mccb.  A  gentleman  by  birth  and  by 

breeding, 
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breeding,  none  of  your  little  whipper  fnapper 
Jacks,  but  a  countenance  as  comely,  and  a  prefence 
as  portly  :  he  has  one  fault  indeed,  if  you  cau 
but  overlook  that. 

Mrs.  Ldv.   What  is  it  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  His  age/ 

Mrs.  Lev.  Age  !  how,  how  ? 

Mrs.  Mtcb.  Why,  he'is  rather  under  your  mark, 
I  am  afraid  ;  not  above  twenty  at  moil:. 

Mrs.  Lev.  Well,'  well,  fo  he  anfwers  in  every- 
thing elfe,  we  muft  overlook  that ;  for,  Mrs.  Mech- 
lin, there  is  no  expecTirig  perfection  below. 

Mrs.  Mech.  True,. Ma'am.  .      - 

.  Mrs.  Lov.  And  where  is  Ke  ?" 

Mrs.  Mech.  I  look  for  him  every  minute  ;  if 
you  will  but  ftep  inro  the  drawing-room,  I  have 
given  him  fuch  a  picture,  that.  I  am  fare  he  is 
full  as  impatient  as  you. 

'Airs.  Lov.  My  dear  woman,. you  are  fo  kind 
and  obliging:  but,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  how  do  I  look? 
don't  flatter  me,  dp  you  think  my  figure  will  finite 
him? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Or  he  mud  be  blind. 

Mrs.  Lov.  You  may  juft  hint  black  don't  be- 
come me,  that  I  am  a  little  paler  of  late  ;  the  loft 
of  a  hufband  one  loves  will  caufe  an  alteration, 
you  know. 

Mrs.  Mech.  True ;  oh,  he  will  make  an  allow- 
ance for  that. 

Mrs.  Lov.  But  things  will  come  round  in  a  trice. 

[Exit  Mrs.  Loveit. 

Enter  SIMON. 

Sim.  Madam,  Mifs  Dolly  is  dizen'd  out  and 
every  thing  ready. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mecb.  Let  her  wait  for  the  commiflary  here  ; 
1  will  introduce  him  the  inflant  he  is  drefsM. 

[Exit  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

S/w.JMifs  Dolly,  you  may  come  in;  your  aunt 
will  be  here  in  an  inftant. 

Enter  DOLLY  and  JENNY. 

Dolly.  Hufli,  Simon,  hulh,   to  your  port.   J 

Sim.  I  am  gone [Exit  Simon. 

Dolly.  Well,  Jenny,  and  have  I  the  true  quality 
air? 

Jen.  As  perfe&ly,  Ma'am,  as  if  you  had  been 
bred  to  the  bufinefs ;  and  for  figure,  I  defy  the  firft 
of  them  all.  For  my  part,  I  think  Mr.  Fungus 
very  well  off;  when  the  fecret  comes  out,  1  don't 
fee  what  right  he  has  to  be  angry. 

Dolly*  Oh,  when  once  he  is  noos'd,  let  him 
ftruggle  as  much  as  he  will,  the  cord  will  be  drawn 
only  the  tighter. 

Jen.  Ay,  ay,  we  may  truft  to  your  manage- 
ment. I  hope,  Mifs,  I  (hall  ha^ve  the  honour  to 
follow .  your  fortunes  ;  there  will  be  no  bearing 
this  houfe,  when  once  you  have  left  it. 

Dolly.  No,  Jenny,  it  would  he  barbarous  to  rob 
my  aunt  of  fo  ufeful  a  fecond  ;  befides,  for  miftrefs 
and  maid,  we  rather  know  one  another  a  little  too 
xvell. 

Jen.  Indeed  ! — but  here  comes  Mr.  Fungus ; 
remember  diftance  and  dignity. 

Dolly.  I  warrant  you,  wench. 

Jen.  So,  I  fee  what  I  have  to  hope.  Our  young 
filly  feems  to  be  fecure  of  her  match  ;  but  I  may 
joftle  her  the  wrong  fide  the  poft  :  we  will  have  a 
trial,  however ;  but  I  muft  fee  and  find  out  the 
brother* 

Enter 
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Enter  Z.  FUNGUS  and  Mrs.  MECHLIN. 

Fun.  Yes,  fcarlet  is  vaflly  becoming,  and  takes 
very  much  with  the  ladies ;  quite  proper  too,  as  I 
have  been  in  the  army. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Stay  where  you  are  till  you  arc 
announc'd  to  the  lady.  Mr.  Fungus  begs  leave  to 
throw  himfelf  at  your  ladyfhip's  feet. 

Dolly,  The  mon  may  dra  nigh. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Approach. 

Fun.  One,  two,  three,  ha  !  Will  that  do  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Pretty  well, 

Fun.  May  I  begin  to  make  love  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  When  you  will. 

Fun.  Now  Hand  my  friend,  Mr.  Gruel.  But 
fhe  has  fiich  a  deal  of  dignity  that  me  daihes  me 
quite. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Courage. 

Fun.  Here,  hold  the  paper  to  prompt  me  in  cafe 
I  fhou'd  [tumble — Madam,  or,  May  it  pleafe  your 
ladyfhip,  when  I  preponderate  the  grander  of 
your  high  ginnyalogy,  and  the  mercantile  meannefs 
of  my  dingy  defcent;  when  I  confider  that  your 
anceftors,  like  admiral  Anfon,  fail'd  all  found  the 
world  in  the  ark,  and  that  it  is  a  matter  of  doubt 
whether  I  ever  had  any  forefathers  or  no  ;  I  totter, 
I  tremble,  at  the  thoughts  of  my  towering  ambi- 
tion.— Ah — a,  is  not  Phaeton  next  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Hey  ! \_Lotking  at  the  paper.} 

No,  Luna. 

Fun.  Pvight ; —ambition — dignity  how  debas'd, 
diftance  how  great !  it  is  as  if  the  link  (hou'd  de- 
mand an  alliance  with  Luna,  or  the  buihy  bram- 
ble court  the  boughs  of  the  (lately  Scotch  fir  ;  it 

is  as  if What's  next  ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mecb.    Next — hey  ! I  have  loft  the 

place  J  am  afraid — Come,  come,  enough  has  been 
faid  ;  you  have  fhow'd  the  ienfe  you  entertain  of 
the  honour.  Upon  thefc  occafions,  a  third  perfon 
15  fitted  to  cut  matters  (hort.  Your  ladyfhip  hears 
that 

Dolly.  Yes,  yes,  I  ken  weel  enough  what  the 
mon  wou'd  be  at.  Mrs.  Mechlin  has  fpeard  fike 
things  in  your  great  commendations,  Mr.  Fungus, 
that  I  canno'  but  fay  I  cltk'd  a  fancy  to  you  from 
the  very  beginning. 

Fun.  Much  oblig'd  to  Mrs.  Mechlin,  indeed, 
pleafe  your  la'fhip r- 

Dolly.  You  ken  I  am  of  as  auncient  a  family  as 
any  North-Briton  can  boaft. 

Fun.  \  know  it  full  wt.il,  pleafe  your  la'fhip. 

Dolly.  And  that. I  mall  get  the  ill-wull  of  a'  my 
kin  by  this  match. 

Fun.  I  am  forry  for  thar.,  pleafe  your 'la'fhip. 

Dolly.  But  after  the  ceremony  it  will  be  pro- 
per to  withdra'  from  town  for  a  fhort  fpace 
o'time. 

Fun.  Pleafe  your  la'fhip,  what  your  la'fhip 
pleafes. 

Dolly.  In. order  to  gi*  that  goflip,  Scandal,  juft 
time  to  tire  her  tongue. 

Fun.  True,  your  la'mip. 

Doily.  I  mun  expect  that  the  folk  will  mak* 
free  wi'  my  character  in  choofing  fike  a  confort 
as  you. 

Fun.  And  with  me  too,  pleafe  your  la'fhip. 

Dolly.  \VY  you,  mon  ! 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Hold  your  tongue. 

Dolly.  Donna  you  think  the  honor  will  dra' 
mickle  envy  upon  you  ? 

Fun. 
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Fun.  Oh,  to  be  fare,  pleafc  your  la' (hip.  I  did 
not  mean  that. 

D0//y..  •  Weel,  I  fay,  we'll  gang  into  the  country. 

Fun.  As  foon  as  your  la'lhip  pleafes  •,  I  have  a. 
Tweet  houie  hard  by  Reading. 

D»lly.  You  ha' ;  that's  right. 

Fun.  One  of  the  molt  pleafanteft  places  that  can 
be  again. 

Dolly.  Ha'  you  a  good  profpect  ? 

Fun.  Twenty  ftage-coaches  drive  every  day  by 
the  door,  befides  carts  and  gentlemen's  carriages. 

Dolly. -Ah,  that  will- 

Mrs.  Mecb.  'Oh,  your  ladyfhip  will  find  all 
things  prepar'd :  in  the  next  room  the  attorney 
waits  with  the  writings. 

Fun.  The  honour  of  your  la'mip's  hand 

Dolly.  Maifter  Fungus,  you're  a  little  too  hafty. 

[Exit  DOLLY.} 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Not  till  after  the  nuptials  -,  you 
muft  not  expect  to  be  too  familiar  at  rirft. 

Fun.  Pray,  when  do  think  we  (hall  bring  the 
bedding  about  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  About  the  latter  end  of  the  year, 
when  the  winter  fcts  in. 

Fun.  Not  before  ! 

Enter  Young  LOVE  IT. 

T.  Lov.  1  hope,  Madam  Mechlin,  I  have  not 
exceeded  my  hour ;  but  1  expected  Mr.  Harpy 
wou'd  call. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  He  is  in  the  next  room  with  a 
hJy.  On,  Mr.  Fungus,  this  gentleman  is  ambi- 
tious of  obtaining  the  nuptial  benediction  from  the 
fame  hands  after  you. 

Fun.  He's 
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Fun.  He's  heartily  welcome — What,  and  is  his 
wife  a  woman  of  quality  too  ? 

Mn.  Mecb.  No,  no,  a  cit;  but  monftroufly 
rich  :  bur  your  lady  will  wonder 

Fun*  Ay,  ay,  but  you'll  follow ;  for  I  (han't 
know  what  to  fay  to  her  when  we  are  alone. — 

[Exit  FUNGUS. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  I  will  fend  you,  Sir,  your  fpoufe  in 
an  inftant :  the  gentlewoman  is  a  widow,  fo  you 
may  throw  in  what  raptures  you  pleafe. 

T.  Lov.  Never  fear.        [Exit  Mrs.  MECHLIN.] 

• And  yet  this  fcene  is  fo  new,   how  to  acquit 

myfelf — let  me  recoiled — fome  piece  of  a  play 
now. — '*  Vouchfafe,  divine  perfection" — No,  that 
won't  do  for  a  dowager;  it  is  too  humble  and 
whining.  But  fee.  the  door  opens,  fo  I  have  no 
time  for  rehearfal 1  have  it, — 

«  Clafp'd  in  the  folds  of  love  I'll  meet  my  doom, 

**  And  act  my" 

Enter  Mrs,  LOVE  IT. 

Mrs.  Lev.  Hah  ! 

T.  Lav.  By  all  that's  monftrous,  my  mother  ! 

Mrs.  Lev.  That  rebel  my  fon,  as  I  live  ! 

T.  Lov.  The  quotation  was  quite  a-prupos :  had 
it  been  a  little  darker,  I  might  have  reviv'd  the 
ftory  of  QEdipus. 

Mrs.  Lev.  So,  Sirrah,  what  makes  you  from  your 
fludies  ? 

JT.  Lov.  A  fmall  hint  I  receiv'd  of  your  incli- 
nations brought  me  here,  Ma'am,  in  order  to  pre- 
vent, if  poflible,  my  father's  fortune  from  going 
out  of  the  family. 

Mrs. Lov.  Your  father!  how  dare  you  difturb  his 
dear  afhcs !  you  know  well  enough  how  his  dear 
memory  melts  me  -,  and  that  at  his  very  name  my 
heart  is  ready  to  break. 

T.  Lev. 
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JT.  Lw.  Well  faid,  my  old  matron  of  Ephe- 
fus. 

Mrs,  Lev,  That  is  what  you  want,  you  difobe- 
dient,  unnatural  monfter;  but  compleat,  accom- 
pli(h  your  cruelty  :  fend  me  the  fame  road  your  vil- 
lanies  forc'd  your  father  to  take. 

Enter  Mrs.  MECHLIN. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Hey-day  !  What  the  deuce  have  we 
here  ;  our  old  lady  in  tears  ! 

Mrs.  Lov.  Difappointed  a  little,  that's  all. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Pray,  Ma'am,  what  can  occafion— * 

Mrs.  Lov.  Lord  blefs  me,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  what 
a  blunder  you  have  made  ! 

Mr j,  Mecb.  A  blunder !  as  how  ? 

Mrs.  Lov.  Do  you  know  who  you  have  brought 
me  ? 

Mrs.  Mech.  Not  perfectly. 

Mrs.  Lovt  My  own  fon  !  that's  all. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Your  fon  ! 

Mrs.  Lov.  Ay,  that  rebellious,  unnatural— 

Mrs.  Mech.  Blunder  indeed  !  but  who  cou'd 
have  thought  it  ?  Why,  by  your  account,  Ma'am, 
I  imagin'd  your  fon  was  a  child  fcarce  out  of  his 
frocks. 

Mrs.  Lov.  Here's  company  coming,  fo  my  re- 
putarion  will  be  blailed  for  ever. 

Mrs.  Mech.  Never  fear,  leave  the  care  on't  to 
me. 

Enter  FUNGUS  and  DOLLY. 

Fun,  What  is  the  matter  ? — you  make  fuch  a 
noife,  there  is  no  fuch  thing  as  minding  the 

writings. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mecb.  This  worthy  lady,  an  old  friend-  of 
mine,  not  having  let  her  eyes  on/her  Ton  fince  the 
deach  of  his  father, 'and  being  apprised  by  me 
that  here  file  might  meet  frith-  him,  came  with  a 
true  paternal-affection  to  giv*  him  a  little  whole- 
iome  advice. 

Mrs.  Lev.  Well  faid,  Mrs.  Mechlin. 

Mrs.  Mtcb.  Which  the  young  man  return'd  in 
a  way  fo  brutal  and  barbarous,  that  his  poor  mo- 
ther— be  comforted,  Ma'am  ;  you  had  better  repofe 
on  my  bed — • 

Mrs..' Lav.   Any  where  to  get  out  of  his  fight. 

—Mrs.  Mecb.  Here,  Jenny 

-  Mrs.  Lev,  Do  you  think  you  can  procure  me 
another  party  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Never  doubt  if. 

Mfs.  Lov.  Ugh,  ugh [Exit  coughing. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Bear  up  a  little,  Ma'am. 

Fun.  Fye  upon  you  !  you  have  thrown  the  old 
gentlewoman  into  the  ftericks. 

T.  Lov.  Sir ! 

Fun.  You  a  man,  you  are  a  fcandal,  a  fhame  to 
your  il<ft. 

Enter  Dr.  CATGUT. 

Dr.  Cat.  Come,  come,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  are  the 
coi.ple  prepar'd  r — The  fiddles  are  tun'd,  the  bows 
ready  rofin'd,  and  the  whole  band — Oh,  you,  Sir, 

arc   one   party  I   reckon,  but  where   is   the 

Ah,  Dolly,  what  are  you  here,  my  dear  ? 

Dolly.  Soh  ! 

Fun.  Dolly  !   \Vho  the  devil  can  this  be? 

Dr.  Cat.  As  nice  and  as  fpruce  too,  the  bride- 
maid  I  warrant —  why  you  look  as  blooming,  you 
Hut. 

Fun. 
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Fun.  What  can  this  be  ?  hark  ye,  Sir !. 

Dr.  Cat.  Well,  Sir. 

Fun  Don't  you  thi. .k  you  are  rather  too  fami- 
liar with  a  lady  of  her  rank  and  condition  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  Rank  and  condition  ! — what  Doliy.  ? 

Fun.  Dolly  !  what  a  plague  poffelles  the  man 
— this  is  no  Dolly,  I  tell  you. 

Dr.  Car.  No'! 

Fun.  No,  this  is  lady  ScracarifTa  Makirkincrcft. 

Dr.  Cat.   Who  ? 

Fun.  Defcended  from  the  old,  old,  old  earl  of 
Glendowery. 

Dr.  Cat.  What  (he,  Dolly  Mechlin  ? 

Fun.  Dolly  Devil,  the  man's  out  of  his  wits,  I 
believe. — 

Enter  Mrs.  MECHLIN. 

Oh,  Mrs.  Mechlin,  will  you  fee  this  matter  to 
rights  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  How,  Dr.  Catgut ! 

Fun,  The  ftrangeft  fellow  here  has  danc'd  up- 
flairs,  and  has  Dolly,  Dolly,  Dolly'd  my  lady  j 
who  the  plague  can  he  be  ? 

Dr.  Cat.  Oh,  a-propos,  Molly  Mechlin,  what 
is  this  the  man  that  is  to  be  marry'd?  The  marriage 
will  never  hold  good  ;  why  he  is  more  frantic  and 
madder 

Fun.  Mad  !  John,  fetch  me  the  foils ;  I'll  carte 
and  tierce  you,  you  icoundrel. 

Enttr  ISAAC  FUNGUS  and  JENNY. 

I.  Fun.  Where's  brother? — it  a'n't  over  j  you 
be'n't  marry'd,  1  hope. 

Z.  Fun.  No,  I  believe  not ;  why,  what  is  the  — 
1  Fun.  Pretty   handj  you  are  ^oc  into.      Your 
E  fervanr,- 
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fervant,  good  Madam-,  what  this  is  the  perfon,  I 
warrant  ;  ay,  how  pretty  the  puppet  is  painted  ! 
do  you  know  who  fhe  is  ? 

Z.  Fun.  Who  (he  is  ?   without  doubt. 

/.  Fun.  No,  you  don't,  brother  Zac.  only  the 
fpawn  of  that  devil  incarnate,  drefs'd  out  as 

Z.  Fun.  But  hark  ye,  Ifaac,  are — don't  be  in  a 
hurry— are  you  fure — 

/.  Fun.  Sure — the  girl  of  the  houfe,  abhorring 
their  fcandalous  project,  has  freely  confefs'd  the 
whole  fcheme.  Jenny,  itand  forth,  and  anfwer 
boldly  to  what  I  (hall  afk  :  Is  not  this  wench  the 
woman's  niece  of  the  houfe  ? 

Jen.  I  fancy  (he  will  hardly  deny  it. 

/.  Fun.  And  is  not  this  miftrefs  of  yours  a  moft 
profligate 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Come,  come,  Matter  Ifaac,  I  will 
fave  you  the  trouble,  and  cut  this  matter  fhort  in 
an  inftant — Well  then,  this  girl,  this  Dolly,  is  my 
jitece  i  and  what  then  ? 

7"  Fun.  And  ar'n't  you  aQiam'd  ! 

T.  Lov.  She  afham'd  !  I  would  have  told  you, 
but  I  could  not  get  you  to  Men ;  why  fhe  brought 
me  here  to  marry  my  mother, 

Z.  Fun.  Marry  your  mother !  Lord  have  mercy 
on  us,  what  a  monfter !  to  draw  a  young  man  in 
to  be  guilty  of  incenfe.  But  hark  ye,  brother 
Ifaac,  [they  retire]-* 

Dr.  Cat.  Gads  my  life,  what  a  fweet  projeft  I 
have  help'd  to  deftroy  !  But  come,Dolly,  I'll  piece 
thy  broken  fortunes  again  :  thou  haft  a  good  pret- 
ty voice-,  I'll  teach  thee  a  thrill  and  a  ihake;  perch 
thee  amongft  the  boughs  at  one  of  the  gardens  ; 
and  then  as  a  miftrefs,  which,  as  the  world  goes, 
js  a  much  better  ftation  ttan  that  of  a  wife,  not 
the  proudeft  of  them  all — -• — *- 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Mecb.  Miftrefs  !  No,  no,  we  have  not 
managed  our  matters  fo  badly.  Hark  ye,  Mr.Com- 
mifiary. 

Z.  Fun.  Well,  what  do  you  want  ? 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Do  you  propofe  to  confummate 
your  nuptials  ? 

Z.  Fun.  That's  a  pretty  queftion,  indeed. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  You  have  no  objection  then  to  pay- 
ing the  penalty,  the  contract  here  that  Mr.  Harpy 
has  drawn. 

Z.  Fun.  The  contract,  hey,  brother  Ifaac. 

J.  Fun.  Let  me  fee  it. 

Mrs.  Mecb.  Soft  you  there,  my  maker  of  can- 
dles, it  is  as  well  where  it  is  ;  but  you  need  not 
doubt  of  it's  goodnefs :  I  promife  you  the  bed  ad- 
vice has  been  taken. 

Z.  Fun.  What  a  damn'd  fiend,  what  a  harpy ! 

Mrs.  Mecb.  And  why  fo,  my  good  mafter  Fun- 
gus ?  Is  it  becaufe  I  have  practised  that  trade  by 
retail  which  you  have  carry'd  on  in  the  grofs  ? 
What  injury  do  I  do  the  world  ?  I  feed  on  their 
follies,  'tis  true ;  and  the  game,  the  plunder,  is 
fair  :  but  the  fangs  of  you,  and  your  tribe, 

A  whole  people  have  felt,  and  for  ages  will  feel ; 
To  their  candour  and  juftice  I  make  my  appeal : 
Tho'  a  poor  humble  fcourge  in  a  national  caufe, 
As  I  truft  I  deferve,  I  demand  your  applaufe. 


FINIS. 
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PROL     OGUE. 

Written    and   Spoken   by   Mr.    GENTLEMAN.' 

T)ROLOGUES,  like  cards  of  compliment,  wt  find, 
•*•      Mojl  as  unmeaning  as  politely  kind  ; 
To  beg  a  favour,  or  to  plead  excufe, 
Of  both  appear*  to  be  the  genral  ufe. 

Shall  my  I'jords,  tipt  with  flattery ;  p 
A  kind  exertion  of  your  tend'rejl  care  ? 
Shall  1  prefent  our  Author  to  your  fight, 
AH  pale  and  trembling  for  his  fate  this  night  ? 
Shall  I  follicit  the  moji  powerful  arms 
To  aid  his  caufe — the  force  of  beauty's  charms  ? 
Or  tell  each  critic,  his  approving  tajle 
Mujl  give  the  Jlerling  Jlamp,  "wherever  plac'd  ? 
This  might  be  done — but  fo  to  feek  applaufe 
Argues  a  confcious  weaknefs  in  the  caufe. 
No — let  the  Mufe  inftmple  truth  appear ; 
Re  a  Ton  and  Nature  are  the  judges  here  : 
If  by  their  Jhift  and felf- describing  laws, 
Thefev*ral  characters  to-night  JJ)e  draws  ; 
If  from  the  whale  a  pleafing  piece  is  made, 
On  the  true  principles  of  light  and  /hade  ; 
Struck  with  the  harmony  of  juji  defign, 
Tour  eyes — ysur  ears — your  hearts^  will  all  combine 
To  grant  applaufe  : — but  if  an  erring  hand 
Gfofs  difpropo?  tion  marks  in  motley ^band^ 
If  the  grouped  figures  faife  connexions  /how. 
And  glaring  colours  without  meaning  glou>. 
Your  wounded  feelings^  turn  da  different  ivay9 
Will  jufily  damn — ih'  abortion  of  a  play. 

As  Farquhar  has  obferv'd,  our  Englijh  law, 
Like  a  fair  fpreading  oak,  the  Muje  jhmld  draw, 
By  Providence  dffignd,  and  wifdom  made 
For  honejiy  to  thrive  beneath  its  Jhade  ; 
Yet  from  its  boughs  fame  infefls  jhelter  find, 
Dead  to  each  nobler  feeling  of  the  mind, 
Who  thrive,  alas  /  too  wdl^  and  nevtr  ceafe 
To  prey  on  jujTict,  proper  ty,  and  peace. 

2  At 
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At  fuch  to-night,  with  other  legal  game, 
Our  venfrous  author  takes  Jatiric  aim  ; 
And  brings,  he  hopes,  originals  to  view, 
Nor  pilfers  from  th'  Old  Magpie  t  nor  the  New*. 
But  -will  to  Candour  chearfully  fubmit ; 
She  reigns  in  boxes,  galleries,  and  pit* 

*  Alluding  to  Mr.  Garrick's  Prologue  to  the  Jubilee* 
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A     C     T       I. 

Enter  Serjeant  CIRCUIT  ^WCnARLoT. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Tell  you,  Sir,  his  love  to  me  is  all  a 
pretence :  it  is  amazing  that  you, 
who  are  fo  acute,  fo  quick  in  dif- 
cerning  on  other  occasions,  fhould 
be  fo  blind  upon  this. 

SERJEANT. 

But  where  are  your  proofs,  Chariot  ?  What 
figni6es  your  opening  matters  which  your  evi- 
dence cannot  fupport  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Sure!;?,  Sir,  ftrong  circumftances  in  every 
court  fhould  have  weight. 

B  S   E  R- 
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SERJEANT. 

So  they  have  collaterally,  child,  that  is  by  way 
as  it  were  of  corroboration,  or  where  matters  are 
doubtful ;  then  indeed,  as  Plowden  wifely,  ob- 
fcrves  "  Les  circonftances  ajout  beaucoup  de- 
"  poids  aux  faits." — You  uniderftand  me  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  Tr 
Not  perfectly  well. 

SERJEANT. 

Then  to  explain  by  cafe  in  point;  A,  we 
will  fuppofe,  my  dear,  robs  B  of  a  watch  upon 
Hounflow  heath—- dy'e  mind,  child  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
I  do,  Sir. 

SERJEANT. 

A,  is  taken  up  and  indicted  ;  B  fwears  pofi- 
tively  to  the  idenity  of  A. — Dy'e  obferve  ?  ' 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
Attentively. 

SERJEANT. 

Then  what  does  me  A,  but  fets  up  the  alibi 
C>  to  defeat  the  affidavit  of  B. — You  take  me. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
Clearly. 

SERJEANT. 
So  far  you  fee  then  the  ballance  is  even, 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
True. 

SERJEANT. 

But  then  to  turn  the  fcale,  child,  againft  A,  ir* 
favour  of  B,  they  produce  the  circumftance  D, 
viz.  B's  watch  found  in  the  pocket  of  Aj  upon 

which 
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which,  the  teftimony  of  C  being  contradicted 
by  B, — no,  by  D, — why  then  A,  that  is  to  fay  C, 
— no  D, — joining  B,  they  convict  C, — no,  no, 
A, — againft  the  affidavit  of  C. — So  this  being 
pretty  clear,  child,  Heave  the  application  to  you. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Very  obliging,  Sir.  But  fuppofe  now,  Sir,  it 
fhould  appear  that  the  attention  of  Sir  Luke 
Limp  is  directed  to  fome  other  object,  would 
not  that  induce  you  to — 

SERJEANT. 
Other  object!  Where? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
In  this  very  houfe. 

SERJEANT. 

Here  1  why  the  girl  is  non  compos ;  there's 
nobody  here,  child,  but  a  parcel  of  Abigals. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

No,  Sir  ? 

SERJEANT. 
No. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
Yes,  Sir,  one  perfon  elfe. 

SERJEANT. 
Who  is  that  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

But  remember,  Sir,  my  accufation  is  confined 
to  Sir  Luke. 

SERJEANT. 
Well,  well. 

B  2  CHAR- 
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C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Suppofe  then,  Sir,  thofe  powerful  charms 
•which  made  a  conqueft  of  you,  may  have  ex- 
tended their  empire  over  the  heart  of  Sir  Luke  ? 

SERJEANT. 

Why,  huffy,  you  don't  hint  at  your  mother- 
in-law  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
Indeed,  Sir,  but  I  do. 

S  E  R  J  E  A  N  T. 

Ay ;  why  this  is  point  blank  treafon  againft 
rny  fovereign  authority :  but  can  you,  Chariot, 
bring  proof  of  any  overt  acts  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T 
Overt  acts ! 

,« .r ^  SERJEANT. 

Ay ;  that  is  any  declaration  by  writing,  or 
even  word  of  mouth  is  fufficient ;  then  let  'em 
demur  if  they  dare. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

I  can't  fay  that,  Sir;  but  another  organ  has 
been  pretty  explicit. 

SERJEANT. 
Which  ? 

C  H  A  R  I,  O  T. 
In  thofe  cafes  a  very  infallible  one — the  eye, 

SERJEANT. 

Pfhaw  !  nonfenfe  and  fluff.— The  eye  ! — The 
eye  has  no  authority  in  a  court  of  law. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Perhaps  nor,  Sir ;  but  it  is  a  decifive  evidence 
in  a  court  of  love, 
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SERJEANT. 

Hark  you,  huffy,  why  you  would  not  file  an 
information  againft  the  virtue  of  madam  your 
mother;  you  would  not  infmuate  that  fhe  has 
been  guilty  of  crim.  con.  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Sir,  yon  miftake  me ;  it  is  not  the  lady,  but 
the  gentleman  I  am  about  to  impeach. 

SERJEANT. 

Have  a  care,  Chariot !  I  fee  on  what  ground 
your  action  is  founded — -jealoufy. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

You  were  never  more  deceiv'd  in  your  life ; 
for  it  is  impoflible,  my  dear  Sir,  that  jealoufy  can 
fubfift  without  love. 

SERJEANT. 
Well. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

And  from  that  paflion  (thank  heaven)  I  am 
pretty  free  at  prefent. 

SERJEANT. 
Indeed  ! 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
A  fweet  object  to  excite  tender  defires ! 

SERJEANT. 
And  why  not,  hufly  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Firft  as  to  his  years. 

SERJEANT. 
What  then  ? 

CHAR- 
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I  ovrn,  Sir,  age  procures  honor,  but  I  believe 
k  is  very  rarely  productive  of  love. 

S  fc  R  J  E  A  N  T. 
Mighty  well. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

And  tho'  the  lofs  of  a  leg  can't  be  imputed  to 
Sir  Luke  Limp  as  a  fault — 

SERJEANT. 
Hew? 

<:  H  A  *  LOT. 

I  hope,  Sir,  at  leaft  you  will  allow  it  a  misfor- 
tune. 

SERJEANT. 
Indeed ! 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

A  pretty  thing  truly,  for  a  girl,  at  my  time  of 
life,  to  be  ty'd  to  a  man  with  one  foot  in  the 
grave. 

SERJEANT. 

One  foot  in  the  grave!  the  reft  of  his  body  is 
not  a  whit  the  nearer  for  that. — There  has  been 
only  an  execution  ifiued  againft  part  of  his  per- 
fonals,  his  real  eftate  is  unencumbered  and  free 
— befjdes,  you  fee  he  does  not  mind  it  a  whit, 
but  is  as  alert,  and  as  merry,  as  a  defendant  after 
non-fuiting  a  plaintiff  for  omitting  an  S. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

O!  Sir!  I  know  how  proud  Sir  Luke  is  of  his 
leg,  and  have  often  heard  him  declare,  that  he 
'  would  not  change  his  bit  of  timber  for  the  beft 
fiefh  and  bc-ne  in  the  kingdom. 

S  E  R- 
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SERJEANT. 
There's  a  hero  for  you  ! 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

To  be  fure,  fuftaining  unavoidable  evils 
with  conftancy  is  a  certain  fign  of  greatnels  of 
mind. 

SERJEANT. 
Doubtlefs. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

But  then  to  derive  a  vanity  from  a  misfortuney 
will  not  Pm  afraid  be  admitted  as  a  vaft  inftancc 
of  wii'dom,  and  indeed  looks  as  if  the  man  bad 
nothing  better  to  diitinguiih  himfelf  by. 

SERJEANT. 
How  does  that  follow  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
By  inunendo. 

SERJEANT. 
Negatur. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Befides,  Sir,  I  have  other  proofs  of  your  he- 
ro's vanity,  not  inferior  to  that  I  have  mention'd, 

SERJEANT. 
Cite  them. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T, 

The  paltry  ambition  of  levying  and  following 
titles. 

SERJEANT. 

Titles  !  1  don't  understand  you? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

I  mean  the  poverty  of  fattening  in  public  upon 

men  ©f  diftinclion,  for  no  other  reafon  but  be- 

6  cawfe 
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caufe  of  their  rank ;  adhering  to  Sir  John  till 
the  Baronet  is  fuperceded  by  my  Lord  •,  quitting 
the  puny  Peer  for  an  iiarl  -y  and  facrificing  all 
three  to  a  Duke. 

SERJEANT. 
Keeping  good  company !  a  laudable  ambition ! 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

True,  Sir,  if  the  virtues  that  procur'd  the 
father  a  peerage,  could  with  that  be  entail'd  on* 
the  fon. 

SERJEANT. 

Have  a  care,  hufiy — there  are  fevere  laws 
againft  fpeaking  evil  of  dignities. — 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
Sir! 

SERJEANT. 

Scandalum  magnatum  is  a  ftatute  muft  not  be 
trifled  with:  why  you  are  not  one  of  thofe  vulgar 
flutsthat  think  a  man  theworfe  for  being  aLord? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

No,  Sir;  T  am  contented  with  only,  not  think- 
ing him  the  better. 

SERJEANT. 

For  all  this,  I  believe,  hufly,  a  right  honour- 
able propofal  would  foon  make  you  alter  your 

mind. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Not  unlefs  the  propofer  had  other  qualities 
than  what  he  poffeffes  by  patent.  Befides,  Sir, 
you  know  Sir  Luke  is  a  devotee  to  the  bottle. 
SERJEANT. 

Not  a  whit  the  lefs  honeft  for  that. 

CHAR- 
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C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

It  occafions  one  evil  at  leaft  ;  that  when 
tinder  its  influence,  he  generally  reveals  all, 
fometimes  more  than  he  knows. 

SERJEANT. 

Proofs  of  an  open  temper,  you  baggage :  Jbur^ 
come,  come,  all  thefe  are  but  trifling  objections. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
»    Yoii  mean*  Sir,  they  prove  the  objec~b  a  trifle. 

SERJEANT. 

Why  you  pert  j'ade,  do  you  play  on  my  words? 
1  fay  Sir  Luke  is— 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
Nobody. 

SERJEANT. 

Nobody !  how  the  deuce  do  you  make  that 
but  ? — -He  is  neither  perfon  attained  or  out- 
law'd,  may  in  any  of  his  majefty's  courts  fue 
or  be  fued,  appear  by  attorney,  or  in  propria 
perfona,  can  acquire,  buy,  procure,  purchafe, 
J>ofiefs,  and  inherit,  not  only  perfonalities,  fuch 
as  goods,  and  chattels,  but  even  realities,  as 
all  lands,  tenements,  and  hereditaments,  what- 
loever^  and  wherefoever. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
But,  Sir— 

SERJEANT. 

Nay,  further  child,  he  may  fell,  give,  be- 
llow, bequeath,  devife,  demife,  leafe,  or  to 
farm  lett,  ditto  lands,  to  any  perfon  whomfoever 
—  and— «• 

€  CHAR- 


10    THE    LA  M^E    LOVER, 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Without  doubr,  Sir ;  but  there  are  notwith- 
ftanding  in  this  town  a  great  number  of  nobo, 
dies,  not  defcribed  by  lord  Coke. 

SERJEANT. 
Hey  I 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

There  is  your  next-door  neighbour,.  Sir  Har- 
ry Hen,  an  abfolute  blank.  , 

SERJEANT. 

Howfo,  Mrs.  Pert? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

What,  Sir !  a  man  who-  is-  not  fuffer'd  to  hear, 
fee^frnell,  or  in  fliortto  enjoy  the  free  ufe  of  any 
one  of  his  fenfes ;  who,  inftead  of  having  a  po- 
fitive  will  of  his  own,  is  deny'd  even  a  pakry  ne- 
gative; who  can  neither  refolve  or  reply,  confent 
or  deny,  without  firft  obtaining  the  leave  of  his 
tody  -  an  abfolute  monarch  to  fink  into  the 
fneaking  flate  of  being  a  flave  to  one  of  his  fub- 
jeds— Oh  fye ! 

SERJEANT. 

Why,  tobefure,  Sir  Harry  Hen,  is  as  I  may 
fay— 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Nobody  Sir,  in  the  fulleft  fenfe  of  the  word — 
Then  your  client  Lord  Solo. 

SERJEANT. 

Heyday ! — Why  you  would  not  annihilate  a 
peer  of  the  realm,  with  a  prodigious  eftate  and 
an  allow'd  judge  too  of  the  elegant  arts. 

CHAR- 
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C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

O  yes,  Sir,  I  am  no  ftranger  to  that  noble- 
man's attributes  -,  but  then,  Sir,  pleafe  toconfi- 
der,  his  power  as  a  peer  he  gives  up  to  a  proxy ; 
the  direction  of  his  eftate,  to  a  rapacious,  artful 
attorney  :  and  as  to  his  (kill  in  the  elegant  arts, 
I  prefutne  you  confine  them  to  painting  and 
jmific,  he  is  directed  in  the  firft  by  Mynheer 
Van  Eifel,  a  Dutch  dauber  ;  and  in  the  laft  is 
but  the  echo  of  Signora  Florenza,  his  lord- 
fliip's  miftrefs  and  an  opera  finger. 

SERJEANT. 
Mercy  upon  us!  at  what  a  rate  the  jade  runs ! 

£  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

In  fhort,  Sir,  1  define  every  individual  who, 
ceafmg  to  act  for  himfelf,  becomes  the  tool,  the 
mere  engine  of  another  man's  will,  to  be  nothing 
more  than  a  cypher, 

SERJEANT. 

At  this  rate  the  jade  will  half  unpeople  the 
world :  but  what  is  all  this  to  Sir  Luke  ?  to 
him,  not  one  of  your  cafes  apply. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Every  one— .-Sir  Luke  has  not  a  firft  princi- 
ple in  his  whole  compofition  •,  not  only  his  plea- 
fures,  but  even  his  paflions  are  prompted  by 
pthers ;  and  he  is  as  much  directed  to  the  ob- 
jects of  his  love  and  his  hatred,  as  in  his  eating, 
drinking,  and  dreffing.  Nay,  though  he  is 
active,  and  eternally  bufy,  yet  his  own  private 
affairs  are  neglected ;  and  he  would  not  fcruple 
to  break  an  appointment  that  was  to  determine 
a  confiderable  part  of  his  property,  in  order  to 
C  2  exchange 
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exchange  a  couple  of  hounds  for  a  lord,  or  to 
buy  a  pad-nag  for  a  lady.  In  a  word — :but  he's 
at  hand,  and  will  explain  himfelf  beft ;  I  heair 
his  ftump  on  the  ftairs. 

SERJEANT. 

I  hope  you  will  preferve  a  little  decency  be? 
fore  your  lover  at  leaft. 

C  H  A  R  L  Q  Tf 
Lover !  ha,,  ha,  ha ! 

Enter  Sir  LUKE  LIMP. 
Sir    LUKE. 

Mr.  Serjeant,  your  flave — Ah  !  are  you  there 
my  little— O  Lord  I  Mifs,  let  me  tell  yoa 
fomething  for  fear  of  forgetting — Do  you  know 
that  you  are  new  chriften'd,  and  have  had  me 
for  a  goflip  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Chriften'd !  1  don't  underftand  you. 
Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Then  lend  me  your  ear— Why  laft  night,  as 
Colonel  KiH'em,  Sir  William  Weezy,  Lord  Fre- 
derick Foretop,  and  I  were  carelefsly  fliding  the 
Ranelagh  round,  picking  our  teeth,  after  a 
damn'd  muzzy  dinner  at  Boodle's,  who  mould 
trip  by  but  an  abbefs,  well  known  about  town, 
with  a  fmart  little  nun  in  her  fuite.  Says  Weezy 
(who,  between  ourfelves,  is  as  hufky  as  hell) 
Who  is  that  ?  odds  flefli,  (he's  a  delicate  wench  ! 
Zounds !  cried  Lord  Frederick,  where  can 
Weezy  have  been,  not  to  have  fcen  the  Harietu 
before  ?  for  yon  muil  know  Frederick  is  a  bit 
of  Macaroni,  and-adores  the  foft  Italian  termj- 
rration  in  a. 


T  H  E    L  A  M  E    LOVER.    ^ 

e  H  A  R  L  o  T. 
He  does? 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

Yes,,  a  delitanti  all  over. — Before  ?  replied 
Weezy  ;  crufh  me  if  ever  I  faw  any  thing  half 
fo  handfome  before  ! — No  !  replied  1  in  an  in- 
ftant ;  Colonel,  what  will  Weezy  fay  when  he 
fees  the  Charlotta  ? — Hey  !  you  little^— 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
Meaning  me,  I  prefume. 

Sir   L  U  K  E. 

Without  doubt ;  and  you  have-  been  toafted 
by  that  name  ever  fince. 

SERJEANT. 
What  a  vaft  fund  of  fpirits  he  has  ! 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
And  why  not,  my  old  fplitrer  of  caufes  ? 

SERJEANT. 

I  was  jtift  telling  Chariot,  that  you  was  not  a 
whit  the  worfe  for  the  lofs. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

The  worfe  !  much  the  better,  my  dear.  Con- 
fider,  I  can  have  neither  drain,  fplint,  fpavin, 
or  gout ;  have  no  fear  of  corns,  kibes,  or  that 
another  man  mould  kick  my  fhins,  or  tread  on 
jny  toes. 

SERJEANT. 
Right. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

What  d'ye  think  I  would  change  with  Bill 
Spindle  for  one  of  his  drumfticks,  or  chop  with 
J^ord  Lumber  for  both  of  his  logs  ? 

2  s  E  R- 
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SERJEANT.      • 
fto! 

Sir     LUKE. 

Ko,  damn  it,  I  am  much  better.  —  Look 
,there — Ha !  — What  is  there  I  am  not  able  to 
do  ?  To  be  fure  I  am  a  little  aukward  at  run- 
ning ;  but  then,  to  make  me  amends,  1*11  hop 
with  any  man  in  town  for  his  fum. 

SERJEANT. 
Ay,  and  I'll  go  his  halves. 
Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Then  as  to  your  dancing,  I  am  cut  out  at 
Madam  Cornelly's,  I  grant,  becaufe  of  the 
croud  ;  but  as  far  as  a  private  fet  of  Cix  couple, 
or  moving  a  chair-minuet,  match  me  who  can. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

A  chair-minuet !  I  don't  underfland  you. 
Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Why,  child,  all  grace  is  confined  to  the  mo- 
tion of  the  head,  arms,  and  cheft,  which  may 
fitting  be  as  fully  difplayed,  as  if  one  had  as 
many  legs  as  a  polypus. — As  thus — tol  de  rol— . 
don't  you  fee  ? 

SERJEANT. 
Very  plain. 

Sir    LUKE. 

A  leg  !  a  redundancy  !  a  mere  nothing  at  all. 
Man  is  from  nature  an  extravagant  creature.  In 
my  opinion,  we  might  all  be  full  as  well  as  we 
are,  with  but  half  the  things  that  we  have. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Ay,  Sir  Luke  ;  how  do  you  prove  that  ? 

Sir 
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Sir    LUKE. 

By  conftant  experience. — You  muft  have  feen 
the  man  who  makes  and  ufcs  pens  without  hands. 

SERJEANT. 
I  have. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

And  not  a  twelvemonth  agone,  I  loft  my  way 
in  a  fog,  at  Mile-End,  and  was  conduced  to 
my  houfe  in  May-Fair  by  a  man  as  blind  as  a 
beetle. 

SERJEANT. 
Wonderful ! 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

And  as  to  hearing  and  fpeaking,  thofe  or- 
gans are  of  no  manner  of  ufe  in  the  world. 

SERJEANT. 
How! 

Sir    LUKE. 

If  you  doubt  it,  I  will  introduce  you  to  ^ 
whole  family,  dumb  as  oyfters,  and  deaf  as  the 
dead,  who  chatter  from  morning  till  night  by 
only  the  help  of  their  fingers. 

SERJEANT. 
Why,  Chariot,  thefe  are  cafes  in  .point. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Oh !  clear  as  a  trout-ftream ;  and  it  is  not 
only,  my  little  Chariot,  that  this  piece  of  timber 
anfwers  every  purpofe,  but  it  has  procured  me 
many  a  bit  of  fun  in  my  time. 

SERJEANT. 
Ay! 
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Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Why,  it  was  but  laft  fummer,  at  Tunbridge^ 
tee  were  plagued  the  whole  ieafon  by  a  bullet- 
headed  Swifs  from  the  canton  of  Bern,  who  was 
always  boafting,  what,  and  how  much  he  dared 
do  j  and  then,  as  to  pain,  no  Stoic,  not  Dio- 
genes, held  it  more  in  contempt. — By  gods,  he: 
vas  no  more  minds  it  dan  notings  at  all— So, 
foregadj  I  gave  my  German  a  chaHengC4 
S  E  R  J  E  A  N  T, 

As  how !  —Mind,  Chariot* 

Sir  L  U  K  E. 

Why  to  drive  a  corkin  pin  into  the  calves  o/ 
our  legs. 

SERJEANT. 
Well,  well 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Mine,  you  may  imagine,  was  eafily  done-*-** 
but  when  it  came  to  the  Baron — 

SERJEANT. 
Ay,  ay. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Our  modern  Cato  foon  loft  his  coolnefs  and 
courage,  fcrew'd  his  nofe  up  to  his  foretop* 
rapp'd  out  a  dozen  oaths  in  high  Dutch,  limp'd 
away  to  his  lodgings,  and  was  there  laid  up  for 
a  month— Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Enter  a  Servant,  and  delivers  a  Card  to  Sir  Luke'. 

Sir    LUKE    reads. 

"  Sir  Gregory  Goofe  (Jefires  the  honour  of 
"  Sir  Luke  Limp's  company  to  dine,  Aa  an- 

"  fw«r 


THE  LAME  LOVER.   17 

**  fwer  is  defired."     Gadfo !  a  little  unlucky  j 
I  have  been  engag'd  for  thefe  three  weeks. 

SERJEANT. 

What,  I  find  Sir  Gregory  is  returned  for  the 
corporation  of  Fleefum. 

Sir    L  U  K  E, 

Is  he  fo  ?  Oh  ho  !— ^That  alters  the  cafe.— 
George,  give  my  compliments  to  Sir  Gregory, 
and  I'll  certainly  come  and  dine  there.  Order 
Joe  to  rim  to  alderman  Inkle's,  in  Threadneedle- 
ftreet ;  forry  can't  wait  upon  him4  but  con.fin'd 
to  bed  two  days  with  new  influenza. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Yon  make  light*  Sir  Luke,  of  thefe  fort  of 
engagements. 

Sir    LUKE. 

What  can  a  man  do  ?  Thefe  ddmn'd  fel- 
lows (when  one  has  the  misfortune  to  meet 
them)  take  fcandalous  advantage  ;  teaze,  When 
will  you  do  me  the  honour,  pray,  Sir  .Luke,  to 
take  a  bit  of  mutton  with  me  ?  Do  you  name 
the  day. — They  are  as  bad  as  a  beggar,  who 
attacks  your  coach  at  the  mounting  of  a  hill  5 
there  i,s  no  getting  rid  of  them,  without  a  penny 
to  one,  and  a  promile  to  t'other. 

SERJEANT. 

True ;  and  then  for  fuch  a  time  too — three 
weeks !  I  wonder  they  expect  folks  to  remem- 
ber. It  is  like  a  retainer  in  Michaelmas  teral 
for  the  fummer  aflizes. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
Not  but,  upon  thefe  occafions,  rio  man  in 

England  is  more  punctual  than • 

D  Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant^  who  gives  Sir  Luke  a  Letter. 

From  whom  ? 

SERVANT. 

Earl  of  Brentford.  The  fervant  waits  for  an 
anfwer. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Anfwer ! — By  your  leave,  Mr.  Serjeant  and 
Chariot.  [Reads.}  "  Tafte  for  mufic— Monf. 
"  Duport — fail — Dinner  upon  table  at  five" — 
Gadfo !  I  hope  Sir  Gregory's  fervant  an*t  gone, 

SERVANT. 
Immediately  upon  receiving  the  anfwer. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Run  after  him  as  fail  as  you  can — tell  him, 
quite  in  defpair— recollect  an  engagement  that 
can't  in  nature  be  miffed, — and  return  in  an  in- 
.itant. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

You  fee,  Sir,  the  Knight  muft  give  way  for 
my  Lord. 

Sir    LUKE. 

No,  faith,  it  is  not  that,  my  dear  Chariot  ; 
you  faw  that  was  quite  an  extempore  bufinefs. 
—No,  hang  it,,  no,  it  is  not  for  the  title;  but 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  Brentford  has  more  wit 
than  any  man  in  the  world  ;  it  is  that  makes 
me  fond  of  his  houfe. 

C  H  A  R  I,  O  T. 

By  the  choice  of  his  company  he  gives  aA  un- 
anfwerable  inftance  of  that. 

Sir 
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Sir    L  U  K  E. 

You  are  right,  my  dear  girl.  But  now  to 
give  you  a  proof  of  his  wit :  You  know  Brent- 
ford's finances  are  a  little  out  of  repair,  which 
procures  him  fome  vifits  that  he  would  very 
gladly  excufe. 

SERJEANT. 

What  need  he  fear  ?  His  perfon  is  facred  ; 
for  by  the  tenth  of  William  and  Mary — 

Sir    LUKE. 

He  knows  that  well  enough  ;  but  for  all 
that — 

SERJEANT. 

Indeed,  by  a  late  act  of  his  own  houfe,  (which 
does  them  infinite  honour)  his  goods  or  chattels 
may  be 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Seiz'd  upon  when  they  can  find  thern^  but 
he  lives  in  ready- furnifh'd  lodgings,  and  hires 
his  coach  by  the  month. 

SERJEANT. 
Nay,  if  the  merifF  return  "  non  inventus"— 

Sir    LUKE. 

A  pox  o'your  law,  you  make  me  lofe  fight 
of  my-ftory.  One  morning,  a  Welch  coach- 
maker  came  with  his  bill  to  my  Lord,  whofe  name 
was  unluckily  Loyd.  My  Lord  had  the  man 
up.  You  are  calPd,  I  think,  Mr.  Loyd  ? — 

At   your    Lordfhip's    lervice,    my  Lord. 

What,  Loyd  with  an  L  ? — It  was  with  an  L  in- 
deed, my  Lord. — Becaufe  in  your  part  of  the 
world  I  have  heard  that  Loyd  and  Fioyd  were 
D  2  fyno- 
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fynonymous,  the  very  fame  names.— Very  often 
indeed,  my  lord.— But  you  always  fpell  your's 
with  an  L  ?<— Always.— That,  Mr.  Loyd,  is  a 
little  unlucky ;  for  you  muft  know  I  am  now 
paying  my  debts  alphabetically,  and  in  four  or 
five  years  you  might  have  come  in  with  an  F  ; 
but  I  am  afraid  1  can  give  you  no  hopes  for 
your  L. — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Enter  a  SERVANT. 

SERVANT. 
There  was  no  overtaking  the  fervant. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

That  is  unlucky  :    tell  my  Lord  I'll  attend 
kim.—l'll  call  on  Sir  Gregory  myfelf. 

SERJEANT. 

Why,  you  won't  leave  us,  Sir  Luke  ? 
Sir     LUKE. 

Pardon,  dear  Serjeant  and  Charlotta ;  have  a 
thoufand  things  to  do  for  half  a  million  of  peo- 
ple pofitively  •,  promifed  to  procure  a  hufband 
for  Lady  Cicely  Sulky,  and  match  a  coach-horfe 
for  Brigadier  Whip ;  after  that,  muft  run  into 
the  city  to  borrow  a  thoufand  for  young  At-all 
at  Almack's  •,  fend  a  Chefhire  cheefe  by  the 
ftage  to  Sir  Timothy  Tankard  in  Suffolk  ;  and 
get  at  the  Herald's  Office  a  coat  of  arms  to 
clap. on  the  coach  of  Billy  Bengal,  a  nabob 
newly  arriv'd  :  fo  you  fee  I  have  not  a  moment 
to  lofe. 

SERJEANT. 
True,  true. 

Sir 
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Sir     L  U  K  E. 
At  your  toilet  to-morrow  at  ten  you  may~- 

Enter  a    SERVANT    abruptly r,  and  runs    againf 

Sir  LUKE. 

Can't  you  fee  where  you  are  running,  ^ou  raf- 

cal! 

SERVANT, 

Sir,  his  grace  the  Duke  of 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
Grace !— Where  is  he  ?— Where— 

SERVANT. 

In  his  coach  at  the  door. — If  you  an't  better 
engaged  would  be  glad  of  your  company  to  go 
into  the  city,  and  take  a  dinner  at  Dolly's. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 
In  his  own  coach  did  you  fay  ? 

SERVANT. 
Yes,  Sir. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 
With  the  coronets — or — 

SERVANT. 
I  believe  fo. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

There's  no  refilling  of  that, — Bid  Joe  run  to 
Sir  Gregory  Goofe's. 

SERVANT. 
He  is  already  gone  to  alderman  Inkle's* 

Sir     I  U  K  E. 

Then  do  you  ftepto  the  Knight— hey  ! — no — 

you  muft  go  to  my  Lord's — hold,  hold,  no — I 

x  have 
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have  it — Step  firft  to  Sir  Greg's,  then  pop  in  at 
Lord  Brentford's  juft  as  the  company  are  going 
to  dinner. 

SERVANT. 
What  fhall  I  fay  to  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
Any  thing — what  I  told  you  before. 

SERVANT. 
And  what  to  my  Lord  ? 

Sir    LUKE". 

What ! — Why  tell  him  that  my  uncle  from 
Epfom — no — that  won't  do,  for  he  knows  I 
don't  care  a 'farthing  for  him — hey  ! — Why  tell 
him — hold  I  have  it — Tell  him,  that  as  I  was 
going  into  my  chair  to  obey  his  commands,  I 
was  arrefted  by  a  couple  of  bailiffs,  forced  into 
a  hackney  coach,  and  carried  to  the  Py'd  Bull 
in  the  Borough ;  I  beg  ten  thoufand  pardons 
for  making  his  grace  wait,  but  his  grace  knows 
my  misfor [Exit  Sir  Luke. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Well,  Sir,  what  dy'e  think  of  the  proofs  ?  I 
flatter  myfelf  I  have  pretty  well  eftablifhed  my 
cafe. 

SERJEANT. 

Why,  huffy,  you.  have  hit  upon  points  •,  but 
then  they  are  but  trifling  flaws,  they  don't  viti- 
ate the  title,  that  (lands  unimpeach'd ;  and — 
But,  madam,  your  mother. 


Enter 
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Enter  Mrs.  CIRCUIT. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

What  have  you  done  with  the  Knight  ? — Why 
you  have  not  let  him  depart  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
It  was  not  in  my  power  to  keep  him, 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 

I  don't  wonder  at  that  j  but  what  took  him 
away  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

What  will  at  any  time  take  him  away — a 
Duke  at  the  door. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
Are  you  certain  of  that  ? 

SERJEANT. 

Why  truly,  chuck,  his  retreat  was  rather  pre- 
cipitate for  a  man  that  is  juft  going  to  be  mar- 
ry'd. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

The  profpecl:  of  marriage  does  not  always 
prove  the  ftrongeft  attachment. 

SERJEANT. 

Pardon  me,  lovee  •,  the  law  allows  no  higher 
confideration  than  marriage. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
Pfhaw! 

SERJEANT. 

Infomuch,  that  if  duke  A  was  to  intermarry 
with  chambermaid  B,  difference  of  condition 
would  prove  no  bar  to  the  iettlement. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
Indeed ! 

SERJEANT. 

Ay ;  and  this  was  held  to  be  law  by  Chief-ba^ 
ton  Bind'em,  on  the  famous  cafe  of  the  Marquis 
of  Cully,  and  Fanny  Flip-flap  the  French 
dancer. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT* 

The  greater  blockhead  the  Baron  :  but  don't 
pefter  me  with  your  odious  law  cafes. — Did 
hot  you  tell  me  you  was  to  go  to  Kirigfton  to 
day  to  try  the  crown  caufes  ? 

SERJEANT. 

I  was'begg'd  to  attend  for  fear  his  Lordfhip 
fhould  not  be  able  to  fit ;  but  if  it  proves  in- 
convenient to  you — 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

To  me !  Oh,  by  no  means  in  the  world ;  I 
am  too  good  a  fubjecl:  to  defire  the  lead  delay 
in  the  law's  execution  :  and  when  d'ye  fet  out  ? 

SERJEANT. 

Between  one  and  two  j  I  (hall  only  juft  give 
a  law  lecture  to  Jack. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

feord !  I  wonder  Mr.  Circuit  you  would  breed 
that  boy  up  to  the  bar. 

SERJEANT. 

Why  not,  chuck  ?  He  has  fine  fleady  parts, 
and  for  his  time  moots  a  point- 
Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 

Steady  !  ftupid  you  mean :  nothing  fure  cou'd 
add  to  his  heavinefs,  but  the  being  loaded  with 
law.  "Why  don't  you  put  him  into  the  army  ? 

S  E  R- 


THE    LAME    LOVER.      25 

SERJEANT. 

Nay,  chuck,  if  you  choofe  it,  I  believe  I 
have  intereft  to  get  Jack  a  commifllon. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Why,  Mr.  Circuit,  you  know  he  is  no  fon  of 
mine ;  perhaps  a  cockade  may  animate  the  lad 
with  fome  fire. 

SERJEANT. 

True,  lovee;  and  a  knowledge  of  the  law 
mayn't  be  amifs  to  reftrain  his  fire  a  little. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 

I  believe  there  is  very  little  danger  of  his  ex- 
ceeding that  way. 

SERJEANT. 
Chariot,   fend  hither    your   brother. 

[Exit  Chariot. 
Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
I'll  not  interrupt  you 

SERJEANT. 

Far  from  it,  lovee ;  I  fhonld  be  glad  to  have 
you  a  witnefs  of  Jacky's  improvement. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Of  that  I  am  no  judge  •,  befides,  I  am  full  of 
bufinefs  to-day — There  is  to  be  a  ballot  at  one 
for  the  Ladies'  Club  lately  eftablifhed,  and  lady 
Bab  Bafto  has  propofed  me  for  a  member.— 
Pray,  my  dear,  when  will  you  let  me  have  that 
money  to  pay  my  Lord  Loo  ? 

SERJEANT. 
The  three  hundred  you  mean  ? 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

And  befides,  there  is  my  debt  to  Kitty  Crib- 
bidge  i  I  proteft  I  almoft  blulh  whenever  I  meet 
them, 

E  SE  R- 
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SERJEANT. 

Why  really,  lovee,  'tis  a  large  fum  of  money. 
, — Now,  were  I  worthy  to  throw  in  a  little  ad- 
vice, we  might  make  a  pretty  good  hand  of 
this  bufmefs. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 
I  don't  underftand  you. 

S  E  R  J  E  A  N  T. 

Bring  an  a&ion  againtt  them  on  the  ftatute, 
in  the  name  of*  my  clerk  ;  and  fo  not  only  refcue 
the  deht  from  their  hands,  but  recover  likewife 
confiderablc  damages. . 

Mrs     CIRCUIT. 
A  pretty  conceit,  Mr.  Serjeant !   but  does  it 
not  occur  to  your  wifdorn,  that  as  I  have  (by 
the  help  of  Captain  Cog)  been  oftener  a  winner 
than  lofer,  the  tables  may  be  turned  upon  us  ? 

SERJEANT. 

No,  no,  ehuck,  that  did  not  efcape  me;  I 
have  provided  for  that.— rDo  you  know,  by  the 
Jaw,  both  parties  are  equally  culpable  ;  fo  that, 
lovee,  we  (hall  be  able  to  fleece  your  friends  not 
only  of  what  they  have  ivon  of  poor  dearee,  but 
likewife  for  what  they  have  loft. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT, 
Why,  what  a  paltry,  pettifogging  puppy  art 
thou  '.—And  could  you  fuppoie  that  I  Would 
fubhiit  to  the  fcandalous  office  ? 

SERJEANT. 

Scandalous  !  I  don't  underftand  this  ftrange 
perverfion  of  words.  The  fcandal  lies  in  break- 
ing the  laws%  not  in  bringing  the  offenders  tQ 
juftice. 

Mrs.  CIRCUIT. 

Mean- fpiri  ted  wretch  ! — What,  do  you  fup- 

pofe 
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pofe  that  thofe  laws  could  be  levell'd  againft 
people  of  their  high  rank  and  condition  ?  Can 
it  be  thought  that  any  fet  of  men  would  fubmit 
to  lay  legal  reftraints  on  tbemjehes .?— Abfurd 
and  prepofterous  ! 

SERJEANT. 

Why,  by  their  public  practice,  my  love,  one 
would  fufpefb  that  they  thought  themfclves  ex- 
cepted  by  a  particular  claufe. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 

Oh !  to  be  fure  ;  not  the  lead  doubt  can  be 
made. 

SERJEANT. 

True,  chuck — But  then  your  great  friends 
Ihould  never  complain  of  highwaymen  flopping 
their  coaches,  or  thieves  breaking  into  their 
houfes. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 

Why,  what  has  that  to  do  with  the  bufmefs  ? 
SERJEANT. 

Oh !  the  natural  confequence,  lovee ;  for 
whilft  the  fuperiors  are  throwing  away  theif 
fortunes,  and  confequently  their  independence 
above — -you  can't  think  but  their  domeftics  are 
following  their  examples  below. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 
Well,  and  what  then  ? 

SERJEANT. 

Then  !  the  fame  diftrefs  that  throws  the  mal- 
ter  and  miftrefs  into  the  power  of  any  who  are 
willing  to  purchafe  them,  by  a  regular  grada- 
tion, leducesthe  iervants  to  aftions,  though  more 
criminal,  perhaps  not  more  atrocious. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 
Pfhaw  !  fluff! — I  have  no  head  to  examine 
E  2  your 


28     THE    LAME    LOVER. 

your  dirty  diftinftions — Don't  teize  me  with 
your  jargon. — I  have  told  you  the  fucns  I  (hall 
want,  fo  take  care  they  are  ready  at  your  return- 
ing from  Kingfton. — Nay,  don't  hefitate ;  recoi- 
led: your  own  ftate  of  the  cafe,  and  remember, 
my  honour  is  in  pawn,  and  muft,  fome  way  or 
other,  be  redeem'd  by  the  end  of  the  week.  [Exit. 

SERJEANT  fobs. 
My  honour  is  in  pawn  ! — Good  Lqrd  !  how 
a  century  will  alter  the  meaning  of  words? — 
Formerly,  chajlity  was  the  honour  of  women, 
and  good  faith  and  integrity  the  honour  of  men  : 
but  now,  a  lady  who  ruins  her  family  by  punc- 
tually paying  her  lofles  at  play,  and  a  gentleman 
who  kills  his  beft  friend  in  fome  trifling  frivo- 
lous quarrel,  are  your  only  tip-top  people  of 
bonour.  Well,  let  them  go  on,  it  brings  grift 
to  our  mill :  for  whilft  both  the  fcxes  ftick  firm 
to  their  honour^  we  mail  never  want  bufinefs, 
either  at  Doctor's  Commons,  or  the  Old  Bailey, 

[Exit. 


ACT     II. 

Enter  SERJEANT  CIRCUIT  and  JACK* 

SERJEANT. 

JACK,    kt  Will  bring  the   chaife   to   the 
door. 

JACK. 

Mr.  Fairplay,  Sir,  the  attorney,  begs  to  fpeak 
a  few  words. 

&  E  R- 
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SERJEANT. 

How  often  have  I  told  you,  that  I  will  fee 
none  of  thefe  fort  of  folks  but  at  chambers ; 
you  know  how  angry  your  mother  is  at  their 
rapping,  and  littering  the  houfe. 

JACK. 

He  fays,  Sir,  he  will  not  detain  you  five  mi- 
nutes. 

SERJEANT. 
Well,  bid  him  walk  in. 

Enter  FAIR  PL  AY. 

Well,  Mr.  Fairplay,  what's  your  will  ? 

FAIRPLAY. 

I  juft  call'd,  Mr.  Serjeant,  to  know  your  opi- 
nion upon  the  cafe  of  young  Woodford,  and  if 
you  like  the  propofal  of  being  concern'd. 

SERJEANT. 

If  it  turns  out  as  you  ftate  it,  and  that  the  fa- 
ther of  the  lad  was  really  a  minor,  the  Effex 
eftate  may  without  doubt  be  recover'd  j  and  fo 
may  the  lands  in  the  North. 

F  A  I  R  P  L  A  Y. 
We  have  full  proofs  to  that  fact. 

SERJEANT. 

May  be  fo;  but  really  Mr.  Fairplay,  you 
know  the  length  of  time  that  thefe  kind  of 
fuits — 

FAIRPLAY. 
True  Sir,    but   then  your  experience  will 

ihorten  I  appreh 

S  E  R  J  E  A. NT. 

That's  more  than  I  know :  and  then  not  only 
my  fees  lying  dormant,  but,  perhaps,  an  expec- 
tation of  money  advanc'd. 

FAIR- 
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FAIRPLAY. 

The  property,  Sir,  is  of  very  great  value,  and, 
upon  the  recovery,  any  acknowledgment  fhall 
be  readily  made. 

SERJEANT. 

There  again,  any  !  do  you  know  that  in  law, 
that  word  any  has  no  meaning  at  all  ?  befides, 
when  people  are  in  diftrefs,  they  are  lavifh 
enough  of  their  offers ;  but  when  their  bufinefs 
is  done,  then  we  have  nothing  but  grumbling 
and  grudging. 

;       F  A  I  R  P  L  A  Y. 
You  have  only  to  dictate  your  terms. 

SERJEANT. 
Does  the  lad  live  in  town? 

F  A  I  R  P  L  A  Y. 

He  has  been  under  my  care  fince  the  death 
of  his  father  j  I  have  given  him  as  good  an  edu- 
cation as  my  narrow  fortune  would  let  me  ;  he 
is  now  ftudying  the  law  in  the  Temple,  in  hopes 
that  mould  he  fail  of  other  alfiftance,  he  may 
be  able  one  day  to  do  bimfelf  juftice. 

SERJEANT. 
In  the  Temple  ? 

F  A  I  R  P  L  A  Y. 

Yes,  Sir,  in  thofe  little  chambers  juft  over 
your  head — I  fancy  the  young  gentleman  knows 
him. 

JACK. 

Who  ?  Mr.  Woodford  !  Lord  as  well  as  my- 
felf,  he  is  a  fweet  fober  youth,  and  will  one  day 
make  a  vaft  figure,  I  am  fure. 

SERJEANT. 
Indeed ! 

JACK. 

I  am  pofitive,  Sir,  if  you  were  to  hear  him 
4  fpeak 
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fpeak  at  the  Robinhood  in  the  Butcher-row,  you 
would  fay  fo  yourfelf:  why  he  is  now  reckon'd 
the  third  j  except  the  breeches-maker  from  Bar- 
bican, and  Sawny  Sinclair  the  fnuffman,  there 
is  not  a  mortal  can  touch  him. 

SERJEANT. 

Peace,  puppy  -,  well  Mr.  Fairplay,  leave  the 
papers  a  little  longer  with  me  and — pray  who  is 
employ'd  again  ft  you  ? 

FAIRPLAY. 
A  city  attorney,  one  Sheepfkin. 

SERJEANT. 

A  cunning  fellow,  {  know  him  ;  well,  Sir,  if 
you  will  call  at  Pump-court  in  a  week. 

F  A  I  R  P  L  A  Y. 
I  fhall  attend  you. 

SERJEANT. 

Jack,  open  the  door  for  Mr.— [Exeunt  Fair- 
play  and  Jack.]  Something  may  be  made  of 
this  matter :  I'll  fee  this  Sheepfldn  myfelf.  So 
much  in  future  for  carrying  on  the  fuit,  or  fo 
much  in  hand  to  make  it  mifcarry  :  a  wife  man 
fhould  well  weigh  which  party  to  take  for. 

Enter  Jack. 

So,   Jack,  any  body  at  chambers  to  day  ? 

JACK. 

Fieri  Facias  from  Fetter- lane,  about  the  bill 
to  be  filed  by  Kit  Crape  againft  Will  Vizard, 
this  term. 

SERJEANT. 
Praying  for  an  equal  partition  of  plunder? 

JACK. 
Yes,  Sir. 

S  ER- 
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SERJEANT. 

Strange  world  we  live  in,  that  even  highway- 
men can't  be  true  to  each  other!  [half  aftde  to 
biffi/elf.]  but  we  fhall  make  milter  Vizard  re- 
fund, we'll  fhew  him  what  long  hands  the  law 
has. 

JACK. 

Facias  fays,  that  in  all  the  books  he  can't  hit 
on  a  precedent. 

SERJEANT. 

Then  I'll  make  one  myfelf ;  aut  inveniam,  out 
faciam>  has  been  always  my  motto.  The  charge 
muft  be  made  for  partnerfhip-profit,  by  bar- 
tering lead  and  gunpowder,  againft  money, 
watches,  and  rings,  on  Epping-foreft,  Houn- 
How-heath,  and  other  parts  of  the  kingdonl. 

J  A  C  R. 

He  fays,  if  the  court  mould  get  fcent  of  the 
fcheme,  the  parties  would  all  ftand  committed. 

SERJEANT. 

Cowardly  rafcal !  but  however,  the  caution 
mayn't  prove  amffs.  [Afide.}  I'll  not  put  my 
own  name  to  the  bill. 

JACK. 

The  declaration  too  is  deliver'd  in  the  caufc 
of  Roger  Rapp'em  againft  Sir  Solomon  Simple. 

SERJEANT. 
What,  the  affair  of  the  note  ? 

JACK, 
Yes. 

SERJEANT. 

Why  he  is  clear  that  his  client  never  gave 
fuch  a  note. 

JACK. 

Defendant  never  faw  plaintiff  fmce  the  hour 
fce  was  born  •,  but,  notwithstanding,  they  have 

three 
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three  witnefTes  to  prove  a  confideration,    and 
figning  the  note. 

SERJEANT. 
They  have  ? 

JACK. 
He  is  puzzled  what  plea  to  put  in* 

SERJEANT. 
Three  witnefies  ready,  you  fay  ? 

JACK. 
Yes. 

SERJEANT. 

Tell  him  Simple  muft  acknowledge  the  note, 
[Jack  ft  arts]  and  bid  him,  againft  the  trial 
comes  on,  to  procure  four  perfons  at  leaft  to 
prove  the  payment,  at  the  Crown  and  Anchor, 
the  loth  of  December. 

JACK. 

But  then  how  comes  the  note  to  remain  in 
plaintiffs  pofiefiion? 

SERJEANT. 

Well  put,  Jack;  but  we  have  afaho  for  that; 
plaintiff  happen'd  not  to  have  the  note  in  his 
pocket,  but  promis'd  to  deliver  it  up,  when 
call'd  thereunto  by  defendant. 

JACK. 
That  will  do  rarely. 

SERJEANT. 

Let  the  defence  be  a  fecret,  for  I  fee  we  have 
able  people  to  deal  with.  But  come,  child,  not 
to  lofe  time,  have  you  carefully  conn'd  thofe 
inftructions  I  gave  you  ? 

JACK. 
Yes,  Sir. 

F  S  E  R- 
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SERJEANT. 

Well,  that  we  fhall  fee.  How  many  points 
are  the  great  object  of  practice  ? 

JACK. 
Two. 

SERJEANT. 
Which  are  they  ? 

JACK. 

The  firft  is  to  put  a  man  into  poficfiion  of 
what  is  his  right. 

SERJEANT. 
The  fecond  ? 

JACK. 

Either  to  deprive  a  man  of  what  is  really  his 
right,  or  to  keep  him  as  long  as  poffible  out  of 
pofTefiion. 

SERJEANT. 

Good  boy  !  To  gain  the  lad  end,  what  are  the 
beft  means  to  be  us'd  ? 

JACK. 

Various  and  many  are  the  irgal  modes  of  de- 
lay. 

SERJEANT. 
Name  them. 

JACK. 

Injunctions,  demurrers,  mam-pleas,  writs  of 
error,  rejoinders,  fur- rejoinders,  rebutters,  fur- 
rebutters,  replications,  exceptions,  eflbigns,  and 
imparlance. 

SERJEANT. 

[7*0  bimfilf.~\  Fine  rnftruments  in  the  hands 
of  a  man,  who  knows  how  to  ufe  them. — But 
now,  Jack,  we  come  to  the  point :  if  an  able  ad- 
vocate has  his  choice  in  a  caule,  (which  if  he  is 
in  reputation  he  may  readily  have,)  which  fide 
Ihould  he  choofe,  the  right,  or  the  wrong  ? 
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JACK. 

A  great  lawyer's  bufmefs,  is  always  to  make 
choice  of  the  wrong. 

SERJEANT. 
And  prythee  why  fo  ? 

JACK. 

Becaufe  a  good  caufe  can  fpeak  for  itfelf, 
whilft  a  bad  one  demands  an  able  counfellor  to 
give  it  a  colour. 

SERJEANT. 

Very  well.  But  in  what  refpects  will  this  an- 
fwer  to  the  lawyer  himfelf  ? 

JACK. 

In  a  two-fold  way ;  firftly,  his  fees  will  be 
large  in  proportion  to  the  dirty  work  he  is 
to  do. 

SERJEANT. 
Secondly  ? — 

J  A  C  K. 

His  reputation  will  rife,  by  obtaining  the  vic- 
tory in  a  defperate  caufe. 

SERJEANT. 

Right,  boy.  —  Are  you  ready  in  the  cafe  of 
the  cow  ? 

JACK. 
Pretty  well,   I  believe. 

SERJEANT. 
Give  it  then. 

JACK. 

Firft  of  April,  anno  feventeen  hundred  and 
blank,  John  a  Nokes  was  indicted  by  blank, 
before  blank,  in  the  county  of  blank,  for  fteal- 
ing  a  cow,  contra  pacem  etcet. — and  againfl  the 
flatute  in  that  cafe  provided  and  made,  to  pre- 
vent ftealing  of  cattle. 

F  z  S  E  R- 
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SERJEANT; 
Go  on. 

JACK. 
Said  Nokes  was  convicted  upon  the  faid  ftatute. 

SERJEANT. 
What  follow'd  upon  ? — 

J  A  C.K. 

Motion  in  arreft  of  judgment,  made  by  coun- 
fellor  Puzzle.  Firft,  Becaufe  the  field  from 
whence  the  cow  was  convey'd  is  laid  in  the  in- 
dictment as  round,  but  turn'd  out  upon  proof 
to  befquare. 

SERJEANT. 
That's  well :  a  valid  objection. 

J  A  C  K.^ 

Secondly,  Becaufe  in  faid  indictment  the  co- 
lour of  the  cow  is  called  red,  there  being  no 
fuch  things  in  rerum  natura  as  red  cows,  no 
more  than  black  lions,  fpread  eagles,  flying 
griffins,  or  blue  boars. 

SERJEANT. 
Well  put. 

JACK. 

Thirdly,  faid  Nokes  has  not  offended  againft 
form  of  the  ftatute  ;  becaufe  ftealing  of  cattle 
is  there  provided  againft  :  whereas  we  are  only 
convicted  of  ftealing  a  cow.  Now,  though  cat- 
tle may  be  cows,  yet  it  does  by  no  means  follow 
that  cows  muft  be  cattle. 

SERJEANT. 

Bravo,  bravo  !  btifs  me,  you  rogue ;  you  are 
your  father's  own  fon  !   go  on,  and  profper. — I  ! 
am  forry,  dear  Jack,  I    muft    leave  thee.     If 
Providence  but  fends  thee  life  and  health,  I  pro- 
phcfy,  thou  wilt  wreft  as   much  land  from  the 

owners, 
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owners,  and  fave  as  many  thieves  from  the  gal- 
lows, -as  any  practitioner  fmce  the  days  of  king 
Alfred. 

JACK. 

I'll  do  my  endeavour.  [Exit  Serjeant. 

So ! — father  is  fet  off.  Now  if  I  can  but  lay 
eyes  on  our  Chariot,  juft  to  deliver  this  letter, 
before  madam  comes  home.  There  me  is.— 
Hift,  fitter  Chariot ! 

Enter  CHARLOT. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

What  have  you  got  there,  Jack  ? 

JACK. 
Something  for  you,  filter. 

CHARLOT. 
For  me  !  Pry thee  what  is  it  ? 

JACK. 
A  thing. 

CHARLOT. 
What  thing  ? 

JACK. 
A  thing  that  will  pleafe  you  Pm  fure. 

CHARLOT. 

Come,  don't  be  a  boy,  let  me  have  it,  [Jack 
gives  the  letter.}  How's  this!  a  letter!  from 
whom  ? 

JACK. 
Can't  you  guefs  ? 

CHARLOT. 
Not  I ;  I  don't  know  the  hand. 

JACK. 
May  be  not ;  but  you  know  the  inditer. 

CHARLOT. 
Then  tell  me  his  name. 

JACK. 
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JACK. 
Break  open  the  fcal,  and  you'll  find  it. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

{Opening  the  letter]  «  Charles  Woodford  !"— 
1  am  lure  I  know  nothing  of  him. 

JACK. 
Ay,  but  fitter  you  do. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
How  !  when,  and  where  ? 
JACK. 

Don't  ybu  remember  about  three  weeks  ago, 
when  you  drank  tea  at  our  chambers,  there 
was  a  young  gentleman  in  a  blue  fattin  waift- 
coat,  who  wore  his  own  head  of  hair  ? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
Well  ? 

JACK. 
That  letter's  from  he. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
What  can  be  his  bufinefs  with  me  ? 

JACK. 
Read  that,  and  you'll  know. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T  reads. 
"  Want  words  to  apologize — hum,  hum — 
"  very  firft  moment  I  faw  you — hum,  hum — 
*«  fmother'd  long  in  my  breaft — hum,  hum — 
"  happieft,  or  eife  the  moft  wretched  of  men." 
— So,  Sir,  you  have  undertaken  a  pretty  com- 
mifiion  !  and  what  do  you  think  my  father 
will— 

JACK. 
Why,  I  hope  you  won't  go  for  to  tell  him. 

C  H  A  R  I.  O  T. 
Indeed,  Sir,  but  I  mail. 

JACK, 


THE    LAME    LOVER.     39 

JACK. 

No,  fitter,  I'm  fure  you  won't  be  fo  crofs. 
Befides,  what  could  I  do  ?  The  poor  young 
lad  begg'd  fo  hard ;  and  there  for  this  fort- 
night he  has  gone  about  fighing,  and  mufing, 
and  moping  :  I  am  fatisfied  it  would  melt  you 
to  fee  him.  Do,  fifter,  let  me  bring  him  this 
evening,  now  father  is  out. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

Upon  my  word  ! — The  young  man  has  made 
no  bad  choice  of  an  agent ;  you  are  for  pufh- 
ing  matters  at  once. — But  harkee,  Sir,  who  is 
this  fpark  you  are  fo  anxious  about  ?  And  how 
long  have  you  known  him  ? 
JACK. 

Oh  !  a  prodigious  long  while  :  above  a  month 
I  am  certain.  Don't  you  think  him  mighty 
genteel  ?  I  affure  you  he  is  vaftly  lik'd  by  the 
ladies. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
He  is. 

JACK. 

Yes,  indeed.  Mrs.  Congo,  at  the  Grecian 
coffee-houfe,  fays,  he's  the  fobereft  youth  that 
comes  to  the  houfe  ;  and  all  Mrs.  Mittens's 
'prentices  throw  down  their  work,  and  run  to 
the  window  every  time  he  goes  by. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
Upon  my  word  ! 

JACK. 

And  moreover,  befides  that,  he  has  feveral 
great  eftates  in  the  country  i  but  only  for  the 
prefent,  he  is  kept  out  of 'em  all  by  the  owners. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
Ah,  Jack  !  that's  the  worft  part  of  the  ftory. 

JACK. 
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JACK. 

Pfhaw  !  that's  nothing  at  all.  His  guardian, 
Mr.  Fairplay,  has  been  with  father  to-day,  and 
fays,  he  is  certain  that  he  can  fet  all  to  rights  in 
a  trice. 

C  H  A  R.L  O  T. 

Well,  Jack,  when  that  point  is  determin'd, 
it  will  be  time  enough  to — 
JACK. 

Then!  Lord  of  mercy!  why,  fitter  Chariot, 
it  is  my  private  opinion  that  if  you  don't  give 
him  fome  crumbs  of  comfort,  he  won't  live 
till  Midfummer  term.  . 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

I  warrant  you.  Either  Cupid's  darts  were  al- 
ways but  poetical  engines,  or  they  have  been 
lately  depriv'd  of  their  points.  Love  holds  no 
place  in  the  modern  bills  of  mortality.  How- 
ever, Jack,  you  may  tell  your  friend,  that  I 
have  obferv'd  his  frequent  walks  in  our  flreet. 

JACK. 

Walks !  Why  one  fhould  think  he  was  ap- 
pointed to  relieve  the  old  watchman  ;  for  no 
fooner  one  is  of,  but  the  other  comes  on. 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

And -that  from  his  eyes  being  conftantly  fixed 
'on  my  window  (for  the  information  of  which, 

I  prefume  he  is  indebted  to  you.) 

JACK. 
He  !  he  !  he  ! 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 
I  had  a  pretty  fhrewd  guefs  at  his  bufme/s ; 

but  tell  him  that  unlefs  my  fa Hum  !  our 

tyrant  is  return'd.     Don't  leave  the  houfe  till  I 
fee  you. 

4.  Enter 
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Enter  Mrs.  CIRCUIT  and  BETTY.' 

Mrs.      CIRCUIT. 

So,  Sir,  what  makes  you  loitering  from  cham- 
bers ?  I  thought  1  told  you,  you  fhould  nevw 
be  here  but  at  meals  ?  .  ff#tt  Jack.]  One  fpy 
is  enough  in  a  family. — Mifs,  you  may  go  to 
your  room ;  and  d'ye  hear — I  mail  have  com- 
pany, fo  you  need  not  come  down.  [Exit 
Chariot.] — Betty,  no  meflage  or  letter  ? 
BETTY. 

None,  Madam. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

That  is  amazing ! — You  know  I  expect  Co- 
lonel Secret  and  Mrs.  Simper  every  inftant. 

BETTY. 
Yes,  Madam. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Put  the  fruit  and  the  wine  on  the  table  in  the 
oext  room. 

BETTY. 
Very  well,  Madam. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

And,  Betty,  order  the  fellow  to  let  nobody 
in  but  Sir  Luke. 

BETTY. 
Madam,  I  mail  take  care.  [Exit. 

Mrs.      CIRCUIT    fttt   Jcnvn. 

The  ballot  muft  be  over  by  this  tirae.  Sure 
there  is  nothing  fo  dreadful  as  a  ftate  of  fuf- 
pence  :  but  mould  they  black  ball  me  !  — No, 
there's  no  danger  of  that ;  mifs  Mattadore  has 
infur'd  me  fuccefs.— Well,  this  is  certainly  one 
of  the  mod  ufeful  inftitutions ;  it  pofitiveiy 
fupplies  the  only  point  of  time  one  dees  not 
G  know 
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know  how  to  employ.  From  twelve,  the  hour 
of  one's  rifing,  to  dinner,  is  a  moft  horrible 
chafm  ;  for  though  teizing  the  mercers  and  mil- 
liners by  tumbling  their  wares,  is  now  and  then 
an  entertaining  amufement,  yet  upon  repetition 
it  palls. — But  every  morning  to  be  fure  of  a 
party,  and  then  again  at  night  after  a  rout,  to 
have  a  place  to  retire  to  -,  to  be  quite  freed  from 
all  painr  of  providing  ;  not  to  be  pe-fter'd  at  ta- 
ble with  the  odious  company  of  clients,  and 
country  coufins  ;  for  1  am  .deten^in'd  to  dine, 
and  fup  at  the  club,  every  day.  I  can  tell  'em, 
they'll  have  but  very  few  forfeits  from  me. 

Enter  BETTY,  in  bafte,  with  a  Letter. 

BETTY. 

By  a  chairman,  Madam,  from  the  Thatch'd 
Houfe. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Give  it  me,  Betty,  this  inftant; — ay — this  is 
Mattadore's  hand,  [opens  and  reads  the  letter.] 
"  My  dear  Circuit — it  is  with  the  utmoft  con- 
cern, and  confufion,  I  find  myfelf  oblig'd  to  ac- 
quaint you,  that  notwithftanding  all  the  pains 
I  have  taken,  the  club  have  thought  fit  to  re- 
jecV'— Oh!  [Jhe}ai»ts.\ 

BETTY. 

Blefs  my  foul !  my  lady  is  gone ! — John ! 
Will !  Kitty  I  run  hither  this  inftant. — 

Enter  two  MAIDS  and  a  Man  SERVANT. 

ALL. 
What,  what's  the  matter  ? 

BETTY. 

Quick!  quick!  fome  hartfhorn  and  water 
\j>ats  her  hand.]  Madam !  madam — 
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SERVANT. 
Here  !  here  !  here !     [bringing  water."} 

BETTY. 

John,  go  for  tr^c  potter-carrier  this  inftant— 
I  believes  to  my  foul  (he  is  dead— Kitty,  fetch 
fome  feathers  to  burn  under  her  nofe  ; — there, 
Hand  further  off,  and  give  her  fcme  air — 

Enter  Sir  LUKE. 

Sir     I,  U  K  R. 

Hey  day!  what  the  deuce  is  the  matter? 
what's  the  meaning  of  all  this,  Mrs.  Betty  ? 

BETTY. 

Oh !  Sir,  is  it  you — my  poor  lady!  [cr/«J  clap 
the  bottle  hard  to  her  nofe.  ; 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 
But  how  came  it  about  ? 

B  E  T  T  Y. 

Some  of  the  continents  of  that  curs*d  letter, 
me  has  there  in  her  hand. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Here,  here,  take  fome  of  my  eaude  luce,  {of- 
fering a  bottle."} 

BETTY. 

There !  me  recovers  a  little — fome  water— I 
believe  it  is  nothing  but  a  fatirical  fit,  I  have 
had  them  myfelf — now  (he  opens  her  eyes — fo, 
fo— bend  her  forward  a  little. 

Sir    LUKE, 
My  fweet  Mrs.  Circuit. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
Who  is  that  ? 

BETTY. 
Nobody  at  all  madam,  but  only  Sir  Luke. 

G  *  Mrs, 
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Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Oh!  Sir  Luke,  fuch  a  ftroke,  fo  fatal,  fo  fud- 
den,  it  is  not  in  nature  I  ihould  ever  furvive  it. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

Marry  heaven  forbid!  but  what  caufe — what' 
could — 

Mrs.     C  I  R  C  U.  I  T. 

Leave  the  room.  [To  the  few  ants,  who  go 
cut.j  Only,  look  over  that  letter. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Hum,  hum,— [reads]  "  fit  to  reject  you — 
this —  - 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
There !  there  !  there  ! 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

I  own  this  is  the  utmoft  malice  of  fortune — 
but  let  me  nnifli  the  letter. — "  This  calamity, 
"  dear  Circuit,  is  of  fuch  a  nature  as  baffles  all 
"  advice,  or  interpofition  of  friends,  I  ihall 
"  therefore  leave  you  to  time,  and  your  own 
*'  good  underftanding."  [pretty  and  fenftbleJ] — 
"  yours,"  &c. — But  let  us  fee,  what  fays  the 
poftfcript — $reads.~]  "  Perhaps  it  may  give  you 
44  fome  comfort  to  know  that  you  had  fixteen 
•"  almon«l-s,  and  but  two  raiiins  againlt  you. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
But  two! 

Sir    LUKE. 
No  more. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

This  muft  be  Kitty  Cribbage's  doing,  flic  has 
been  tattling  about  the  paltry  trifle  I  owe  her. 

Sir     LUKE. 

Not  unlikely  : .  but  come,  bear  up,  my  dear 
madam,  and  confider  that  tivo— 

i  '  Mrs. 
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Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
Is  as  bad  as  two  thoufand. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

Granted  ;  but  perhaps  it  mayn't  be  too  late 
to  repair. — Gadfo  !  I  have  thought  of  a  Icheme 
— I'll  be  elected  myfelf,  and  then  I  warrant  we 
manage — 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
You,  Sir  Luke  ?  that  never  can  be. 

Sir    LUKE. 

No,  Madam,  and  why  not? — why  you  don't 
fuppofe  that  they  wou'd  venture  to — 

Mrs,     CIRCUIT. 

It  would  nol  only  be  againft  the  fpirit,  but 
the  very  letter  of  their  constitution  to  chufe  you 
a  member. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 
Ay,  Madam,  how  fo  ? 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Their  flatutes  are  felected  from  all  the  codes 
that  ever  exifted  from  the  days  of  Lycurgus  to 
the  prefent  Czarina. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
Well. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

The  law  that  relates  to  your  cafe  they  have 
borrow'd  from  the  Roman  religion. 

Sir    I,  U  K  E. 
As  how  ? 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

As  no  man  can  be  admitted  a  monk,  who  has 
the  Ijfcft  corporal  fpot,  or  defect ;  fo,  no  candi- 
date can  be  receiv'd  as  a  member  who  is  de- 
priv'd  of  the  uie  of  any  one  of  his  limbs. 

Sir 
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Sir    LUKE. 

Nay,  then  indeed  I  am  clearly  cut  out ;  that 
incapacity  can  never  be  got  over. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Indeed,  the  Serjeant  fays,  if  the  club  could 
be  induc'd  to  refofae  in  your  favour,  then  the 
original  law  would  fignify  nothing. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Weil,  well,  we'll  fee  what  can  be  done,  [d 
loud  knocking.]  But  hufh!  the  company's  come; 
collect  you rfelf,  fweet  Mrs.  Circuit;  don't  give 
your  enemies  the  malicious  pleafute  of  feeing 
how  this  difappointment  affects  you. 
Mrs.  CIRCUIT". 

Never  fear;  I  know  a  little  too  much  of  the 
world  not  to  turn  this  defeat  to  my  credit. 

Enter  Colonel  SECRET  and  Mrs.  SIMPER. 

Mrs.     SIMPER. 

Your  fervant,  Sir  Luke-,  my  dear  Circuit,  I 
am  .frighten'd  to  death — your  people  tell  me, 
you  are  but  juft  recover'd  from  a— 
Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Oh !  nothing  at  all !  a  faintnefs,  a  kind  of 
fwimming — but  thofe  people  are  ever  fwelling 
that  mole  hills  to  mountains. 

Mrs.     SIMPER. 

I  proteft  I  was  afraid  that  you  had  luffer'd 
your  late  difappointment  to  lay  hold  of  your 
fpirits. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 
What  difappointment,  my  dear  r* 

C  0  L  O  TSJ  E  L. 

Mrs.  Simper  hints  at  the  little  miftake  made 
this  morning  at  the  Thatch'd  Houfe* 
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Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

That!  ridiculous!  I  could  have  told  you  that 
a  fortnight  ago,   child — all  my  own  doing. 
Mrs.     SIMPER. 

How! 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
Entirely. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 

Oh!  I  always  detefted  the  thoughts  of  the 
thing ; — they  wouid  put  me  up,  let  me  fay  what 
I  would,  fo  I  was  reduc'd  to  the  neceflity  of 
prevailing  upon  two  of  my  friends  to  black  ball 
me. 

Mrs.    SIMPER. 
That,  indeed,  alters  the  cafe. 
COLONEL. 

I  am  vaftly  happy  to  hear  it :  your  old  ac- 
quaintance were  afraid  they  mould  lofe  you. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

It  is  a  fign  they  know  but  little  of  me — but 
come,  my  good  folks,  I  have  prepared  a  fmall 
collation  in  the  next  room,  will  you —  [Exeunt. 

Enter  JACK  and  WOODFORD. 

JACK. 

I'll  watch  fitter,  to  fee  that  nobody  comes; 
now  Woodford  make  good  ufc  of  your  time. 
[Exit  Woodford.]  There,  I  have  left  'em  to- 
gether ;  if  I  had  (laid,  I  don't  believe  they 
would  have  open'd  their  mouths  for  a  month  :  I 
never  faw  fuch  an  alteration  in  a  lad  fince  the 
day  I  was  born. — Why,  if  I  had  not  known  him 
before,  I  mould  not  have  thought  he  had  a 
word  to  throw  to  a  dog ;  but  I  remember  the 
old  proverb: 

True 


48     THE    LAME    LOVER: 

True  lovers  are  my, 
When  people  are  by. 

I'll  take  a  peep  to  fee  how  they  go  on  : — there 
they  are,  juft  in  the  fame  pofture  I  left  them ; 
fhe  folding  her  fingers,  and  he  twirling  his 
hat;  why  they  don't  even  look  at  each  other: 
was  there  ever  fuch  a  couple  of — flay,  ftay, 
now  he  opens  his  mouth — pfhaw! —  lord  !  there 
he  fhuts  it  again — hum  !  I  hear  fomebody  com- 
ing— no — nothing  at  all : — mother  is  fafe  I  am 
fure, — there  is  BO  danger  from  her — now  let  us 
take  t'other — [peeps  at  the  door.']  hum  ! — gadfo, 
matters  are  mightily  mended — there!  there!  very 
well — there  he  lays  down  the  law — now  he  claps 
his  hand  on  his  heart— vaftly  pretty,  I  vow — 
there  he  fwops  with  both  his  knees  on  the  ground 
— charming! — and  fqueezes  his  hat  with  both 
hands,  like  one  of  the  actors — delightful !  (he 
wants  him  to  rife,  and  he  won't — prodigious 
moving  indeed ! 

Enter  BETTY. 

BETTY. 
So  Sir,  what  are  you  doing  there  ? 

JACK. 
There !  where  ? 

B  E  T  T.  Y. 
With  your  eyes  glew'd  clofe  to  the  keyhole. 

JACK. 
I  wanted  to  fpeak  a  word  to  my  filler. 

BETTY. 
Then  why  don't  you  open  her  door  ? 

JACK. 

I  did  not  know  but  fhe  might  be  faying  her 
prayers. 

BETTY. 
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BETTY. 

Prayers !  a  likely  ftory  !  Who  fays  their  pray- 
ers at  this  time  of  the  day  ? — No,  no,  that 
won't  pafs  Upon  me. — Let  me  look — very  pret- 
ty !  So,  fo,  I  fee  there's  fdmebody  elfe  at  hia 
prayers  too — fine  doings! — As  foon  as  the  com- 
pany goes,  I  (hall  take  care  to  inform  Madam 
your  mother. 

JACK. 

Nay,  but  Mrs.  Betty  y6u  won't  be  fo — • 

BETTY. 

Indeed,  Mr.  John,  but  I  mall— I'll  fwallow 
none  of  your  fecrets,  believe  me* 

JACK. 

What,  perhaps  your  ftomach  Is  overloaded 
already. 

BETTY. 

No  matter  for  that,  I  mall  be  even  with  Mifs 
for  telling  Matter  about  and  concerning  my 
drums. 

JACK. 
Why,  Mrs.  Betty,  furely  fitter  could  not — 

BETTY. 

When  (he  very  well  knows  that  I  have  not 
fent  cards  but  twice  the  whole  feaibn. 

JACK. 
Lord !  what  figni — 

BETTY. 

What  would  me  fay,  if  me  vifited  the  great 
families  I  do  ?  For  tho'  I  am  as  I  may  fay  but 
a  commoner,  no  private  gentlewoman's  gentle- 
woman, has  a  more  prettier  fet  of  acquaintance. 

JACK. 
Well  but— 

H  BET- 
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BETTY. 

My  routs  indeed  ! — There  is  Mrs.  Allfpice, 
who  lives  with  lady  Cicily  Sequence,  has  fix 
tables  every  Sunday,  befides  looers,  and  brag- 
gers ;  and  moreover  propofes  giving  a  mafque- 
rade,  the  beginning  of  June,  and  1  intends  be- 
ing there. 

JACK. 
.  Well,  but  to  talk  calmly. 

BETTY. 

And  as  Mifs  is  fo  fond  of  fetching  and  carry- 
ing, you  may  tell  her  we  are  to  have  a  private 
play  among  ourfelves,  as  the  quality  have : 
the  Diftruflful  Mother,  'tis  call'd— Pylades,  by 
Mr.  Thomas,  Lord  Cataftrophe's  butler — Her- 
mione,  Mrs.  Allfpice ;  and  I  mall  do  Andro- 
mache myfelf. 

JACK. 

A  play  !  lord,  Mrs.  Betty,  will  you  give  me 
a  ticket  ? 

BETTY. 

All's  one  for  that— and  fo  you  may  tell  Mifs 
that — [fall rings']  coming,  Madam,  this  minute — 
and  that,  Mr.  John,  is  the  long  and  the  fhort  on't. 
[Bell  rings  again.'}  Lord,  I  am  coming — [Exit. 

Enter  WOODFORD  to  JACK. 
WOODFORD. 

What's  the  matter  ? 

JACK. 

Here,  Betty,  my  mother's  fac  totum,  has  juft 
dlfcover'd  your  haunts;  and  is  gone  to  lay  an 
information  againft  you — fo  depend  upon  it,  a 
fearch  warrant  will  iffue  directly. 

WOODFORD. 

Stay  but  a  moment,  till  I  take  leave  of  your 
fitter. 
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JACK. 

Zooks !  I  tell  you  the  conftables  will  be  here 
in  a  trice,  fo  you  have  not  a  moment  to  lofe. 

WOODFORD. 

How  unlucky  this  is! 

JACK. 

But  I  hope  you  have  obtain'd  a  verdict  how- 
ever. 

WOODFORD. 
No. 

JACK. 
No! 

WOODFORD. 

It  would  not  have  been  decent,  to  have  prefs'd 
the  judge  too  foon  for  a  fentence. 

JACK. 

Soon  ! — You  are  a  ninny,  I  tell  you  fo : — . 
here  you  will  fuffer  judgment  to  go  by  default. 
—You  are  a  pretty  practitioner  indeed ! 

WOODFORD. 

This,  you  may  know,  my  dear  Jack,  is  an 
equity  cafe-,  I  have  butjuft  fiPd  my  bill ;  one 
mull  give  the  parties  time  to  put  in  an  anfwer. 

JACK. 

Time  ! — How  you  may  come  off  in  court  I 
can't  tell,  but  you  will  turn  out  but  a  poor 
chamber  counfel  I  fear. — Well,  come  along, 
perhaps  I  may  be  able  to  procure  another  hear- 
ing before  it  is — but  lord  o'mercy  !  there  is  fa- 
ther croffing  the  hall — mould  he  fee  us  all's  over 
^-we  have  nothing  for't  but  taking  fhelter  with 
filter,  \Exeunt. 


H  2  ACT 
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ACT       III. 

Sir  LUKE  LIMP,  Mrs.  CIRCUIT,  Colonel  SE» 
CRET,  and  Mrs.  SIMPER,  dij cover' 'd  at  a  table^ 
with  a  collation  before  them. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

OH  !  by  the  bye,  Sir  Luke —  take  -fome  of 
thele  fweetmeats,  my  dear  \_to  Mrs.  Sim- 
perj  —  did  not  you  promife  to  introduce  to  me 
that  little  agreeable  piece  of  imperfection  that  be- 
longs to  the  opera  ? — Colonel,  won't  you  tafte 
the  champaign  ? 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Who,  Signior  Piano  ? — Let  me  afllft  Mrs.' 
Simper. — "Why,  Madam,  I  made  an  attempt; 
but  at  prefent — (han't  I  fend  you  a  bifcuit  ? — 
he  is  in  the  pofieffion  of  a  certain  lady,  who 
never  fuffers  him  out  of  her  fight  for  a  moment. 

Mrs.    -SIMPER. 

Oh  !  the  curmudgeon  !— I  am  vaftly  fond  of 
thefe  cuftards. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Yes,  they  have  a  delicate  flavour — but  he 
promis'd,  if  poflible,  to  efcape  for  an  hour  — 
won't  you  ?  [to  Mrs.  Circuit.] 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

No,  it  gives  me  the  heart- burn. — Then  let 
us  leave  him  a  cover. 

COLONEL. 
By  all  means  in  the  world. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

But  there  is,  likewife,  another  party,  for 
whom  a  place  ought  to  be  kept. 

Mrs.     SIMPER. 
Another  !  Who  can  that  be  I  wonder  ? 
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Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
A  fmall  appendix  of  mine. 
Sir    LUKE. 
How,  Madam  ! 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

You  need  not  be  jealous,  Sir  Luke — tafte 
that  tart  Mrs.  Simper — it  is  only  my  hufband 
the  Serjeant. — Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! — Betty  makes 
them  herfelf. 

Mrs.     SIMPER. 

Oh  !  you  abominable  creature  !  How  could 
fuch  a  thought  come  into  your  head  ? 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
Ma'am —  [Offering  fweetmeats  to  Mrs.  Simper.] 

Mrs.     SIMPER. 

Not  a  bit  more,  I  thank  you. — I  fwear  and 
vow  I  fhould  fwoon  at  the  fight. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 

And  I  mould  receive  him  with  the  polite  in- 
difference of  an  abfolute  ftranger. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Well  faid,  my  good  Lady  Intrepid !  But, 
notwithftanding,  I  would  venture  a  trifle  that 
his  appearance  would  give  you  fuch  an  electri- 
cal mock 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
You  are  vaftly  deceiv'd. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Dare  you  come  to  the  proof  ?  Will  you  give 
me  leave  to  introduce  Mr.  Serjeant  ?  He  is 
not  far  off. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
What,  my  hufband  ? 

Sir  L  U  K  E. 

Even  he  !     I  faw  him  as  I  enter'd  the  hall. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
Impoffiblc  ! 

Sir    LUKE. 
Nay,  then  I  muft  fetch  him.   [Exit  Sir  Luke, 

COLONEL. 
I  can't  conceive  what  the  knight  wou'd  be  at, 

Mrs.    SIMPER. 
Why  he  is  mad. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
Or  turn'd  fool. 

Enter  Sir  LUKE,  will)  the  SERJEANT'S  peruke 
on  a  block. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Now,  Madam,  have  I  reafon  ?  Is  this  your 
hufband  or  not  ? 

Mrs.    SIMPER. 
It  is  he  ;  not  the  leaft  doubt  can  be  made. 

COLONEL. 
Yes,  yes,  it  is  the  Serjeant  himfelf. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 
I  own  it  -,    I  acknowledge  the   lord  of  my 
\viihes.     [Rifles  the  block.'} 

•  Mrs.    SIMPER. 
All  his  features  are  there  ! 

C  O  L  9  N  E  L. 
The  grave  call  of  his  countenance  ! 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
The  vacant  flare  of  his  eye  ! 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 
The  livid  hue  of  his  lips ! 

Mrs.     SIMPER. 
The  rubies  with  which  his  cheeks  are  enrich'd! 

COLONEL. 

The  filent  folemnity  when  he    fits  on  the 
bench ! 
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Mrs.     C  I  R  C  U  I  f . 
We  muft  have  him  at  table ;  but  pray  good 
folks  let  my  hufoand  appear  like  himfelf. — I'll* 
run  for  the  gown.  Exit. 

Mrs.    SIMPER. 
By  all  means  in  the  world. 

Sir    LUKE. 
Difpatch,  I  befeech  you. 

Mrs.  CIRCUIT  returns  with  a  gown  and  band. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 
Sir  Luke,  lend  your  afiiftance. 
C  9  L  O  N  E  L. 

There,  place  him  at  the  head  of  the  table. 
[Theyfx  the  bead  at  the  back  of  a  chair,  and 
place  it  at  table  ;  then  all  Jit. 

Mrs.     SIMPER. 
Madam,  you'll  take  care  of  your  hufband. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 
I  don't  want  to  be  put  in  mind  of  my  duty. 

Mrs.     SIMPER. 
Oh,  Madam  !  I  know  that  very  well. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Come,  Hob  or  Nob,  Mafter  Circuit — let  us 
try  if  we  can't  fuddle  the  Serjeant. 

COLONEL. 
O  !  fye  !  have  a  proper  refped:  for  the  coif. 

Mrs.    SIMPER. 

Don't  be  too  facetious,  Sir  Luke  :  it  is  not 
quite  fo  fafe  to  fport  with  the  heads  of  the  law  ; 
you  don't  know  how  foon  you  may  have  a  little 
bufmefs  together. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

But  come,    the   Serjeant  is  fulky. — I  have 

thought  of  a  way  to  divert  him : — You  know 

6  he 
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he  is  never  fo  happy  as  when  he  is  hearing  & 
caufe  ;   fuppofe  we  were  to  plead  one  before 
him  ;  Mrs.  Circuit  and  I  to  be  counfel,  the  co- 
lonel the  clerk,  and  Mrs.  Simper  the  cryen 
Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

The  fineft  thought  in  the  world  !  And  ftay, 
to  conduct  the  trial  with  proper  folemnity,  let's 
rummage  his  wardrobe  ;  we  fhall  there  be  able 
to  equip  ourfelves  with  fuitable  dreffes. 
Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Alons,  alons  ! 

Mrs.     SIMPER. 

There  is  no  time  to  be  loft.  [All  rife. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

[Stopping  Jh art  'as   they  are  going  out.~\     But 

won't  my  hufband  be  angry,  if  we  leave  him 

alone  ?     Bye,  dearee — we  fhall  foon  return  to 

thee  again.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Serj.  CIRCUIT,  not  perceiving  the  collation. 

SERJEANT. 

So,  my  lord  not  being  able  to  fit,  there  was 
no  occafion  for  me. — I  can't  put  that  girl's  non- 
fenfe  out  of  my  head — My  wife  is  young  to  be 
fure,  and  loves  pleafure  I  own  ;  but  as  to  the 
main  article,  I  have  not  the  leaft  ground  to  fuf- 
pect  her  m  that — No,  no  ! — And  then  Sir 
Luke  !  my  profien  ami,  the  deareft  friend  I  have 
in  the — Heyday  !  [feeing  the  collation]  What 
the  deuce  have  we  here  ? — A  collation  !' — So, 
fo — I  fee  madam  knows  how  to  divert  herfelf 
during  my  abfence. — What's  this  ?  [feeing  the 
block}  Oh,  ho  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !— Well,  that's 
pretty  enough  I  protefi. — Poor  girl,  I  fee  me 
could  not  be  happy  without  having  fomething 
at  table  that  refembled  me. — How  pleas'd  me 

will 
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will  be  to  find  me  here  in  propria  perfona. — By 
your  leave,  Mrs.  Circuit — [fits  down  and  eats] 
Delicate  eating,  in  troth — and  the  wine  [drinks] 
• — Champaign  as  I  live— mufl  have  t'other  glafs 
— They  little  think  how.  that  gentleman  there 
regales  himfelf  in  their  abfence — Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 
— quite  convenient,  I  vow — the  heat  of  the  wea- 
ther has  made  me — Come,  brother  Coif,  here's 
your  health — [drinks'] — 1  muft  pledge  myfelf  1 
believe — [drinks  again] — devilifh  ftrong — pmut! 
— Somebody's  coming — [gets  up  and  goes  towards 
the  wings'] — What  do  1  fee  ?  Four  lawyers  ! 
What  the  devil  can  be  the  meaning  -of  this  ?  I 
ihould  be  glad  to  get  at  the  bottom  of — Hey  ! 
By  your  leave,  brother  Serjeant — I  muft  crave 
the  ufe  of  your  robe — [fits  down^  and  gets  undzr 
the  gown] — Between  ourfelves,  this  is  not  the 
firft  time  this  gown  has  cover'd  a  fraud. 
Enter  Sir  LUKE,  Colonel,  Mrs.  CIRCUIT,  and 
Mrs.  SIMPER,  drejfsd  as  counfdlors. 
Sir  L  U  K  E. 

Come,  come,  gentlemen,  difpatch,  the  court 
has  been  waiting  fome  time.     Brother  Circuit, 
you  have  look'd  over  your  brief  ? 
Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 

What,  do  you  fuppofe,  Sir,  that  like  fome  of 
our  brethren  I  defer  that  till  I  come  into  court  ? 
No,  no. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

This  caufe  contains  the  whole  marrow  and 
pith  of  all  modern  praclice. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 

One  mould  think,  Sir  Luke,  you  had  been 
bred  to  the  bar. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Child,  I  was  fome  years  in  the  Temple  ;  but 
I  the 
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the  death  of  my  brother  robb'd  the  robe  of  my 
labours. 

Mrs.    SIMPER. 
What  a  lofs  to  the  public  ! 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

You  are  fmart,  Mrs.  Simper.  I  can  tell  yt)u, 
Serjeant  Snuffle,  whofe  manner  I  ftudy'd,  pro- 
nounc'd  me  a  promifing  youth. 

Mrs.     SIMPER. 
I  don't  doubt  it. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

But  let  us  to  bufinefs.  And  firft,  for  the 
(late  of  the  cafe :  The  parties  you  know  are 
Hobfon  and  Nobfon  ;  the  object  of  litigation  is 
a  fmall  parcel  of  land,  which  is  to  decide  the 
fate  of  a  borough. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
True  j  calPd  Turnbury  Mead. 

Sir    LUKE. 

Very  well.  Then  to  bring  matters  to  a  fhort 
iffue,  it  was  agreed,  that  Nobfon  mould  on  the 
premifes  cut  down  a  tree,  and  Hobfon  bring 
his  action  of  damage. 

Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 
True,  true. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

The  jury  being  fworn,  and  the  counfellors 
feed,  the  court  may  proceed. — Take  your  feats — 
But  hold — I  hope  no  gentleman  has  been 
touch'd  on  both  fides. 

ALL. 
Oh !  fye  ! 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
Let  filence  be  call'd. 

Mr».    SIMPER. 
Silence  in  the  court ! 

Sir 
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Sir    L  U  K  E. 

But  flop.  To  be  regular,  and  provide  for 
frefh  caufes,  we  muft  take  no  notice  of  the  bo- 
rough and  lands,  the  real  objects  in  view,  but 
flick  faft  to  the  tree,  which  is  of  no  import- 
ance at  all. 

ALL. 

True,  true. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Brother  Circuit,  you  may  proceed. 
Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 

Gentlemen  of  the  Jury. — 1  am  in  this  caufe 
counfel  for  Hobfon,  the  plaintiff. — The  action 
is  brought  againft  Nebuchadonezer  Nobfon, 
That  he  the  faid  Nobfon  did  cut  down  a  tree, 
vSlue  two-pence,  and  to  his  own  ufe  faid  tree 
did  convert. — Nobfon  juftifies,  and  claims  tree 
as  his  tree.  We  will,  gentlemen,  firft  ftate  the 
probable  evidence,  and  then  come  to  the  pofi- 
tive  :  and  firft  as  to  the  probable. — When  was 
this  tree  here  belonging  to  Hobfon,  and  claim'd 
by  Nobfon,  cut  down  ?  Was  it  cut  down  pub- 
licly in  the  day,  in  the  face  of  the  fun,  men, 
women,  and  children,  all  the  world  looking 
on  ? — No ;  it  was  cut  down  privately,  in  the 
night,  in  a  dark  night,  nobody  did  fee,  no- 
body could  fee. — Hum — And  then  with  refpecl: 
and  regard  to  this  tree,  I  am  inftrucled  to  fay, 
gentlemen,  it  was  a  beautiful,  an  ornamental 
tree  to  the  fpot  where  it  grew.  Now  can  it  be 
thought  that  any  man  would  come  for  to  go  in 
the  middle  of  the  night,  nobody  feeing,  no- 
body did  fee,  nobody  could  fee,  and  cut  down 
a  tree,  which  tree  was  an  ornamental  tree,  if 
tree  had  been  his  tree  ? — Certainly  no.r-— And 
again,  gentlemen,  we  moreover  infift,  that  this 
I  2  tree 
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tree  was  not  only  ornamental  to  the  fpo't  where 
it  grew,  but  it  was  a  ufeful  tree  to  the  owner  : 
it  was  a  plumb-tree,  and  not  only  a  plum- 
tree,  but  I  am  authoriz'd  to  fay  the  beft  of 
plum-trees,  it  was  a  damfm  plum.— Now 
can  it  be  thought,  that  any  man  wou'd  come  for 
to  go,  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  nobody  fee- 
ing, nobody  did  fee,  nobody  could  fee,  and  cut 
down  a  tree ;  which  tree  was  not  only  an  orna- 
mental tree,  but  a  ufeful  tree ;  and  not  only  a 
ufeful  tree,  but  a  plum-tree  •,  and  not  only  a 
plum-tree,  but  the  beft  of  plum-trees,  a  dam- 
fin  plum  ?  Moft  affuredly  no. — If  fo  be  then, 
that  this  be  fo,  and  fo  it  moft  certainly  is,  I  ap- 
prehend no  doubt  will  remain  with  the  court, 
bur  my  client  a  verdict  will  have,  with  full  cofts 
of  fuits,  in  fuch  a  manner  and  fo  forth,  as  may 
neverthelefs  appear  notwithftanding. 
Sir  L  U  K  E. 

Have  you  done,  Mr.  Serjeant  ? 
Mrs.    CIRCUIT. 

You  may  proceed. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Gentlemen  of  the  jury — -I  am  in  this  caufe 
cpunfel  for  Hob — Zouns !  I  think  the  head 
moves. 

ALL. 

Hey! 

COLONEL. 

No,  ho,  Mrs.  Simper  jogg'd  the  chair  with 
her  foot,  that  was  all. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

For  Hercules  Hobfon — (1  cou'd  have  fworn 
it  had  ftir'd)— I  iha'nt  gentlemen  upon  this  oc- 
cafion,  attempt  to  move  your  paffions,  by  flow- 
ing periods,  and  rhetorical  flowers,  as  Mr.  Ser- 
jeant 


THE    LAME    LOVER.     61 

jeant  has  done ;  no,  gentlemen,  if  I  get  at  your 
hearts,  I  will  make  my  way  thro*  your  heads, 
however  thick  they  may  be — in  order  to  which, 
I  will  purfue  the  learned  gentleman,  thro'  what 
he  calls  his  probable  proofs:  and  firft,  as  to 
this  tree^s  being  cut  down  in  the  night ;  in  part 
we  will  grant  him  that  point,  but,  under  favour, 
not  a  dark  night,  Mr.  Serjeant;  no,  quite  the 
reverfe,  we  can  prove  that  the  moon  (hone 
bright,  with  uncommon  luftre  that  night — So 
that  if  fo  be  as  how  people  did  not  fee  that  was 
none — [Serjeant  fneezes.]  nay,  Mrs.  Circuit,  if 
you  break  the  thread  of  my — 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 
Me  break! — I  faid  nothing  I'm  fure. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
That's  true,  but  you  fneezM 

Mrs.     C  I  R  C  U  I  T. 
Not  I. 

Sir    LUKE. 

I  am  fure  fomebody  did ;  it  could  not  be  the 
head — confider  the  leaft  interruption  puts  one 
out  of  one's— None  of  our  faults,  they  might 
have  look'd  on  and  feen  if  they  would.  And 
then  as  to  this  beautiful  tree,  with  which  Mr. 
Serjeant  has  ornamented  his  fpot — No,  gentle- 
men, no  fuch  matter  at  all ;  I  am  inftrudted  to 
fay  quite  the  reverfe;  a  Hunted  tree,  a  blighted, 
blaited  tree ;  a  tree  not  only  limblefs,  and  leaf- 
lefs,  but  very  near  lifelefs ;  that  was  the  true 
flate  of  the  tree :  and  then  as  to  its  ufe,  we 
own  it  was  a  plum-tree  indeed,  but  not  of  the 
kind  Mr.  Serjeant  fets  forth,  a  damfin  plum  ; 
our  proofs  fay  loudly  a  bull  plum  ;  but  if  fo 
be  and  it  had  been  a  damfin  plum,  will  any 
man  go  for  to  fay,  that  a  damfin^  plum  is  the 
2  beft 
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bed  kind  of  plum ;  not  a  whit,  I  take  upon 
me  to  fay  it  is  not  a  noun  fubftamive  plum—- 
with plenty  of  fugar  it  does  pretty  well  indeed 
in  a  tart,  but  to  eat  it  by  itfelf,  will  Mr.  Serjeant 
go  to  compare  it  with  the  queen  mother,  the 
padrigons — 

SERJEANT. 

[Appearing  fuddenly  front  under  the  gown.] 
The  green  gages,  or  the  crimes. 

MK.   CIRCUIT. 

As  I  live  'tis  my  hufband  ! 

SERJEANT. 

Nay,  Sir  Luke  don't  you  run  away  too — give 
me  a  bufs — fmce  I  was  born,  1  never  heard  a 
finer  reply  -,  I  am  forry  I  did  not  hear  your  ar- 
gument out — but  I  cou'd  not  refift. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

This  I  own  was  a  littlefurprife — had  you  been 
long  here  Mr.  Serjeant  ? 

SERJEANT. 
But  the  inftant  you  enter'd. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
So,  then  all  is  fafe.  [Afide.} 

SERJEANT. 

But  come,  won't  you  refrefh  you,  Sir  Luke— 
you  have  had  hard  duty  to  day. 
Sir    L  U  K  E. 
I  drank  very  freely  at  table. 

SERJEANT. 

Nay,  for  the  matter  of  that,  I  ha'n't  been  idle  j 
[both  dr.nk.]  But  come,  throw  off  your  gown, 
and  let  us  finifh  the  bottle  :  I  ha'n't  had  fuch  a 
mind  to  be  merry  I  can't  tell  the  day  when. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Nay  then,  Mr.  Serjeant,  have  at  you — come, 
here's  long  life  and  health  to  the  law.  [Drinks.] 

S  E  R- 
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SERJEANT. 

I'll  pledge  that  toait  in  a  bumper. — [Drinks.'] 
— I'll  take. Chariot's  hint,  and  fee  if  I  can't  draw 
the  truth  out  of  the  Knight  by, a  bottle.  \_Afide.~\ 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

I'll  try  if  I  can't  fuddle  the  fool,  and  get  rid  of 
him  that  way.  \Afidt  ^\ 

SERJEANT. 

I  could  not  have  thought  it :  why  where  the 
deuce  did  you  pick  up  all  this  ?  But  by  the  bye, 
pray  who  was  the  cryer  ? 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Did  not  you  know  her  ?  Mrs.  Simper,  youf 
neighbour. 

SERJEANT. 
A  peftilent  jade!  fhe's  a  good  one  I  warrant. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

She  is  thought  very  pretty ;  what  fay  you  CO 
a  glafs  in  her  favor  ? 

SERJEANT. 

By  all  means  in  the  world  !  [they  drink]  and 
that  fpark  the  clerk? 

Sir    LUKE. 

Colonel  Secret,  a  friend  to  the  lady  you 
toafted. 

SERJEANT. 

A  friend  !  oh,  ay — I  underftand  you — come, 
let  us  join  'em  together. 

Sir    LUKE. 

Alons.  {drink.}  Egad,  I  fhall  be  caught  in 
my  own  trap,  I  begin  to  feel  myfelf  flufter'd 
already.  [4fik-1 

SERJEANT. 

Delicate  white  wine,  indeed  !  I  like  it  better 
every  glafs.  [Sings.] 

Drink  and  drive  care  away, 
Drink  and  be  merry. 

Sir 
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Sir    L  U  K  E. 

True,  my  dear  Serjeant — this  is  the  fearcher 
•of  fecrets — the  only  key  to  the  heart. 

SERJEANT. 
Right  boy,  in  veritas  vino. 

Sir    LUKE. 

No  deceit  in  a  bumper.  [Sings."]  Drink  and 
be  merry.  . 

SERJEANT. 

Merry !  dammee,  what  a  fweet  fellow  you  are; 
what  would  I  give,  to  be  half  fo  jolly  and  'gay. 

Sir    LUKE. 

[Appearing  very  drunk.]  Would  you  ?  and 
yet  do  you  know,  Serjeant,  that  at  this  very  junc- 
ture of  time,  there  is  a  thing  has  popp'd  into 
my  head,  that  diftrefTes  me  very  much. 

SERJEANT. 

Then  drive  it  out  with  a  bumper  [Drink.] 
Well,  how  is  it  now. 

Sir    LUKE. 
Now  ! — the  matter  is  not  mended  at  all. 

S  E  R  J  E  A  NT. 

What  the  deuce  is  the  bufmefs  that  fo  flicks 
in  your  ftomach. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

You  know,  my  dear  Serjeant,  I  am  your 
friend,  your  real,  your  affectionate  friend. 

SERJEANT. 
I  believe,  it  Sir  Luke. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

And  yet,  for  thefe  fix  months,  I  have  con- 
ceal'd  a  fecret,  that  touches  you  near,  very 
near — 

SERJEANT. 

Me  near !  That  was  wrong,  very  wrong  j 
friends  mould  have  all  things  in  common. 
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Sir    LUKE. 

That's  what  I  faid  to  myfelf ;  Sir  Luke,  fays  I, 
open  your  heart  to  your  friend  •  but  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  what  fealed  up  my  lips,  was  the  fear 
that  this  fecret  fhould  make  you  fulky  and  fad. 

SERJEANT. 

Me  fulky  and  fad  !  ha  !  ha  !  how  little  you 
know  of  me. 

Sir    LUKE. 
Swear  then  that  you  won't  be  uneafy. 

SERJEANT. 
Well,  I  do. 

Sir    LUKE. 

[Rtfing.]  Soft!  let  us  fee  that  all's  fafej— 
well,  Mr.  Serjeant,  do  you  know  that  you  are 
— a  fine,  honeft  fellow  ? 

SERJEANT. 
Is  that  fuch  a  fecret  ? 

Sir    LUKE. 

Be  quiet ;  a  damn'd  honeft  fellow^-but  as  to 
your  wife — 

SERJEANT. 
Well  ? 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
She  is  an  infamous  ftrum — 

SERJEANT. 

How !  it  is  a  falihood  Sir  Luke,  my  wife  is 
as  virtuous  a  worn — 

Sir    LUKE. 

Oh!  if  you  are  angry,  your  fervant — I 
thought  that  the  news  would  have  pleas'd  you 
— for  after  all,  what  is  the  bufinefs  to  me  ? 
What  do  I  get  by  the  bargain  ? 

SERJEANT. 

That's  true  j  but  then  would  it  not  vex  any 
man  to  hear  his  wife  abus'd  in  fuch  a — 

Sir    LUKE. 
Not  if  it's  true,  you  old  fool. 

K  S  E  R- 
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SERJEANT. 

I  fay  it  is  falfe :  prove  it ;  give  me  that  fatis- 
£i<5tion  Sir  Luke. 

Sir    LUKE. 

Oh  !  you  (hall  have  that  pleafure  directly;  and 
to  come  at  once  to  the  point — you  remember 
laft  New-year's  day  how  feverely  it  froze. 

SERJEANT. 
I  do  recollect. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Very  well;  we  are  all  invited  to  dine  at  Al- 
derman Inkle's. 

SERJEANT. 
Very  right. 

Sir    LUKE. 

Well,  and  I  did  not  go :  Mrs.  Circuit  made 
me  dine  here,  in  this  houfe — was  it  my  fault  ? 

SERJEANT.. 
No,  no,  Sir  Luke,  no. 

Sir    LUKE. 

At  table  fays  me — me  faid,  I  was  the  picture 
of  you — was  it  my  fault  ? 

SERJEANT. 

Well,  and  fuppofe  you  are ;  where's  the  mif- 
chief  in  that  ? 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

Be  quiet,  I  tell  you ; — then  throwing  her  arms 
round  my  neck, — it  is  my  hufband  himfelf  I 
embrace,  it  is  my  little  old  man  that  I  kifs ! — 
for  me  has  a  prodigious  affection  for  you  at 
bottom — was  it  my  fault  ? 

SERJEANT. 

But  what  is  there  lerious  in  this,  doft  think 
I  mind  fuch  trifles  ? 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Hold  your  tongue,  you  fool,  fora  moment— 
then  throwing  her  Terefa  afide — upon  my  foul 
fiie  is  prodigious  fine  every  where  here — was  it 
xny  fault  ? 

I  S  E  R- 
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SERJEANT. 
My  fault !  my  fault !  I  fee  no  fault  in  all  this. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

[Hatching  a  cry.]  No !  why  then  my  dear 
friend,  do  you  know  that  I  was  fo  unworthy, 
fo  profligate,  fo  abandon'd — as  to — [rifes]  fay 
no  more,  the  bufinefs  is  done. 

SERJEANT. 
Ay,  indeed ! 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Oh  !  fact  !  there  is  not  the  lead  doubt  of  the 
matter ;  this  is  no  hear  fay,  dy'e  fee,  I  was  by 
all  the  while. 

SERJEANT. 
Very  pretty  !  very  fine  upon  my  word. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

Was  it  my  fault  ?  what  could  I  do  ?  put 
yourfelf  in  my  place  ;  I  muft  have  been  more, 
or  lefs,  than  man  to  refift. 

SERJEANT. 

Your  fault,  Sir  Luke,  no,  no — you  did  but 
your  duty — but  as  to  my  wife — 

Sir     LUKE. 

She's  a  diabolical  fiend,  I  mall  hate  her  as 
long  as  I  live. 

SERJEANT, 
And  I  too, 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Only  think  of  her  forcing  me,  as  it  were  with 
a  fword  at  my  breaft,  to  play  fuch  a  trick ;  you, 
my  dear  Serjeant,  the  beft,  trueit  friend  I  have 
in  the  world.  [Weeps.] 

SERJEANT. 

[Weeping.]  Dry  your  tears,  dear  Sir  Luke  ; 
I  fhall  ever  gratefully  acknowledge  your  confi- 
dence in  trufting  me  with  the  fecret—- [taking 
him  forward.]  But  I  think  it  might  be  as  well 
kept  from  the  reft  of  the  world. 

K  2  Sir 
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Sir     L  U  K  E. 

My  dear  foul,  do  you  think  I  would  tell  it  to 
any  mortal  but  you  ?  No,  no,  not  to  my  bro- 
ther himfelf — You  are  the  only  man  upon  earth 
I  wou'd  truft. 

SERJEANT. 

Ten  thoufand  thanks,  my  dear  friend  !  fure 
there  is  no  comfort,  no  balfam  in  life  like  a 
friend — but  I  {hall  make  Madam  Circuit  re- 
member— 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

We  neither  of  us  ought  to  forgive  her — were 
I  you,  I'd  get  a  divorce. 

SERJEANT. 

So  I  will— provided  you  will  promife  not  to 
marry  her  after. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 

Me!  I'll  fooner  be  torn  to  pieces  by  wild 
horfes — no,  my  dear  friend,  we  will  retire  to 
my  houfe  in  the  country  together,  and  there,  in 
innocence  and  fimplicity,  feeding  our  pigs  and 
pigeonr,  like  Pyramus  and  Thifbe,  we  will 
jive  the  paragons  of  the  age. 

SERJEANT. 

Agreed  j  we  will  be  the  whole  earth  to  each 
other;  for,  as  Mr.  Sbakespur  fays, 

"  The  friend  them  haft  and  his  adoption  try'cl 

^'  Clafp  to  thy  foul,  and  quit  the  world  beiide." — - 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

Zouns,  here  comes  Madam  Serjeant  herfelf. 
Enter  Mrs.  CIRCUIT. 
Mrs    C  I  R  C  U  I  T. 

So,  Gentlemen  !  a  fweet  tete  a  tete  you  have 
been  holding — but  I  know  it  all,  not  a  fyllable 
you  have  faid  has  been  loft. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

Then,  I  hope  you  have  been  well  entertained 
Jylrs.  Circuit  ? 
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Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

And  you,  you  mean  fpirited,  daftardly  wretch, 
to  lend  a  patient  ear  to  his  infamous,  improba- 
ble tales,  equally  fhameful  both  to  you  and  me. 

SERJEANT. 
How  Madam  !    have  you  the  affurance — 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Yes,  Sir,  the  affurance  that  innocence  gives  \ 
there  is  not  a  foul,  I  thank  heaven,  that  can 
lay  the  leaft  foil,  the  leaft  fpot,  on  my  virtue ; 
nor  is  there  a  man  on  earth  but  yourfelf  would 
have  fat  and  filently  liften'd  to  the  fictions  and 
fables  of  this  intemperate  fot. 

SERJEANT. 

Why  to  be  fure  the  knight  is  overtaken  a  little; 
very  near  drunk. 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
I  hope  he  believes  it  is  a  lie.  [Afide.] 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Do  me  inftant  juftice  on  this  defamer,  this 
lyar,  or  never  more  expect  to  fee  me  in  your 
houfe. 

SERJEANT. 

I  begin  to  find  out  the  fraud,  this  is  all  a 
flam  of  the  knight's. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

I'll  drive  this  inftant  to  a  friend  of  mine  in  the 
Commons,  and  fee  if  no  fatisfaclion  can  be  had, 
for  blafting  the  reputation  of  a  woman  like  me 
! — and  hark  you  Sir,  what  inducement,  what 
devil  could  prompt  ? — 

SERJEANT. 
Ay  ;  what  devil  could  prompt- 
Sir    L  U  K  E.' 
Heyday ! 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

But  I  guefs  at  your  motive ;   ycu  flatter'd 

yourfelf 
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yourfelf,  that  by  marrying  Chariot,  and  dif- 
carding  of  me  you  fhould  engrofs  all  his  affec- 
tions and — 

SERJEANT. 

True,  true — ftop,  my  life,  let  me  come  at 
him,  a  little  :  hark  you,  Mr.  Knight,  I  begin  to 
difcover  that  you  are  a  very  fad  dog.  „ 

Sir    L  U  K  E. 
Et  tu  Brute ! 

SERJEANT. 

Brute ! — you'll  find  I  am  not  the  brute  you 
would  have  made  me  believe — I  have  confider'd 
both  fides  of  the  queftion. 

Sir    LUKE. 
Both  fides  of  the  queilion  ? 

S  E  R  J  E  A  A  T. 

Both :  if  your  ftory  is  true,  you  are  a  fcoun- 
drel  to  debauch  the  wife  of  your  friend  ;  and  if 
it  is  falfe,  you  are  an  infamous  lyar. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 
Well  argued. 

SERJEANT. 
So  in  both  cafes,  get  out  of  my  houfe. 

Sir     LUKE. 
Nay,  but  Serjeant — 

SERJEANT. 

Troop  I  tell  you,  and  never  again  enter  thefe 
•walls — you  have  libelled  my  wife,  and  I  wilj 
fe.e  you  no  more. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 
Was  there  ever  fuch  a — 

SERJEANT. 

March  !  and  as  to  my  daughter,  I  would  as 
foon  marry  her  to  a  forma  pauperis  client. 

[Exit  SirLuke. 
Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Do  you  confider,  Mr.  Circuit,  where  you  are 
pufning  the  fellow  ? — That  chamber  is  Chariot's, 
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Enter  Sir  LUKE,  WOODFORD,   CHARLOT,  and 

JACK. 

Sir     LUKE. 

Heyday!  who  the  deuce  have  we  here? — 
Pray  walk  in,  my  good  folks — your  fervant  Mifs 
Chariot;  your  fervant  Mr.  What-d'ye-call-um. 
— Mr.  Serjeant,  you  need  not  trouble  yourfelf 
to  cater  for  Mifs  \  your  family  you  fee  can  pro- 
vide for  themfelves. 

SERJEANT. 

Heyday!  What  the  deuce  is  all  this !  Who 
are  you  Sir,  and  how  came  you  here  ?  [To 

Woodford.J 
JACK. 
It  was  I,  father,  that  brought  him. 

SERJEANT. 
How,  firrah ! 

Sir     LUKE. 
Well  faid  my  young  limb  of  the  law. 

JACK. 

Come,  let  us  have  none  o'your — tho*  I 
brought  Mr.  Woodford,  you  could  not  perfuade 
me  to  do  the  fame  office  for  you — father,  never 
ilir  if  he  did  not  make  me  the  proffer,  if  I  would 
let  him  into  the  houfe  the  night  you  was  at 
Kingfton,  of  a  new  pair  of  filk  {lockings,  and 
to  learn  me  a  minuet. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

Me !  I  mould  never  have  got  you  to  turn 
out  your  toes. 

JACK. 

Ay,  and  moreover  you  made  me  pufli  out 
my  cheft,   and  do  fo  with  my  fingers,   as  if  I 
was  taking  two  pinches  of  fnuff. 
Sir    LUKE. 

You  fee,  Mr.  Serjeant,  what  a  fondnefs,  I 
have  for  every  twig  of  your  family. 

SER- 
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SERJEANT. 

T  lhall  thank  you  hereafter — but  from  you, 
Chariot,  I  expe&ed  other  guefs — • 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

When,  Sir,   you  hear  this  whole  matter  ex- 
plain'd,  you  will  acquit  I  am  fure. 
WOODFORD. 

Indeed,  Sir,  /am  wholly  to  blame  ;  my  be- 
ing here  was  as  much  a  furprize  upon  Mifs 
Chariot  as — 

SERJEANT. 

But  now  you  are  here,  pray  what's  your  bu- 
fmefs  ? 

JACK. 

O !  father,  I  can  acquaint  you  with  that — 
he  wanted  me  to  bring  a  love  letter  to  Chariot, 
fo  I  told  him  he  might  bring  it  himfelf,  for  that 
I  would  not  do  any  fuch  thing  for  never  fo  much, 
for  fear  of  offending  of  you. 

&ERJEANT. 

You  mended  the  matter  indeed — but  after  all, 
who,   and  what  are  you  ? 

JACK. 

It's  the  young  gentleman  that  lives  over  our 
heads,  to  whom  Mr.  Fairplay  is  guardian. 

SERJEANT. 
Who,  Woodford  ? 

JACK. 
The  fame. 

SERJEANT. 

And  are  you, young  man  in  a  fituation  to  think 
of  a  wife  ? 

WOODFORD. 

I  am  flattered,  Sir,  that  zsjujlice  is  with  me, 
I  (hall  one  day  have  no  contemptible  fortune  to 
throw  at  her  feet. 

SERJEANT. 

Jiiftice  is !  What  fignifies  juftice  ?— Is  the 
law  with  you,  you  fool  ? 
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WOODFORD. 

With  your  help,  Sir,  I  mould  hope  for  their 
tttiion,  upon  this  occafion  at  leaft. 

SERJEANT.    I 

Well,  Sir,  I  (hall  re-con fider  yoar  papers, 
and,  if  there  are  probable  grounds,  I  may  be 
induc'd  to  hear  your  propofals. 

WOODFORD. 

Nay  then,  Sir,  the  recovering  my  paternal 
poffrfiions  makes  me  anxious  indeed. — Could  I 
hope  that  the  young  lady's  good  wilh  would  at- 
tend me? 

C  H  A  R  L  O  T. 

I  have  a  father,  and  can  have  no  will  of  my 
own. 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

So  then  it  feems  poor  Pil  Garlick  here  is 
difcarded  at  once. 

SERJEANT. 
Why,  could  you  have  the  impudence,  after 

what  has  happen'd,  to  hope  that 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

He  has  given  wonderful  proofs  of  his  mo- 
defty. 

Sir     LUKE. 

Be  quier,  Mrs.  Circuit. — Cbme,  good  folks, 
I  will  fet  all  matters  to  rights  in  a  minute  -,  and 
firft,  Mr.  Serjeant,  it  becomes  me  to  tell  you, 
that  I  never  intended  to  many  your  daughter. 

SERJEANT. 
How  !   never ! 

Sir     LUKE. 

Never.  She  is  a  fine  girl  I  allow;  but  would 
it  now,  Mr.  Serjeant,  have  been  honed  in  me, 
to  have  ro-bb'd  the  whole  fcx  of  my  perfon,  and 
confin'd  my  favors  to  her  ? 

L  S  E  R- 
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SERJEANT. 
How! 

Sir     LUKE. 

No  !  I  was  ftruck  with  the  immorality  of  the 
thing ;  and  therefore  to  make  it  impoffible  that 
you  fhonild  ever  give  me  your  daughter,  I  in- 
vented the  ftory  I  told  you  concerning  Mrs. 
Circuit  and  me. 

SERJEANT. 
How! 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

Truth,  upon  my  honour. — Your  wife  there 
will  tell  you  the  whole  was  a  lye. 
SERJEANT. 

Nay,  then  indeed. — But  with  what  face  can 
I  look  up  to  my  dear  ?  I  have  injured  her  be- 
yond the  hopes  of  forgivenefs. — Wou'd  you, 
lovee,  but  pafs  an  act  of  oblivion — 

Sir     L  U  K  E. 

See  me  here  proftrate  to  implore  your  cle- 
mency in  behalf  of  my  friend. 

Mrs.     CIRCUIT. 

Of  that  I  can't  determine  directly. — But  as 
you  feem  to  have  fome  fenfe  of  your  guilt,  I 
lhall  graqt  you  a  reprieve  for  the  prefent ; 
which  contrition  and  amendment  may,  perhaps, 
in  time  fwell  into  a  pardon. 

But  if  again  offending  you  are  caught, 

SERJEANT. 
Then  let  me  fuffer,  dearee,  as  I  ought. 
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PROLOGUE, 

Between  Mr.  MACKLIN  and  his  WIFE. 

SHE.  *Tp0    contraditt    me  !— Blockhead !      Idiot! 
J  Fool!     Sot! 

HE.  But  amldft  theft  bard  Names,    our  Difpute  is 

forget. 

To  contradict  you  I  know  is  High-Treafon  ; 
For  the  Will  of  a  Wife  is  always  her  Reafon. 

SHE.  No,  Sir,  for  once ,  I' Ll  give  up  my  Pretenjiony 
And  fubmit  to  the  Pit  our  Caufe  of  Dif/ention. 

HE.  /  agree  ;  for  the  Pit  is  our  natural  Lord. 
LADIES,        — 

SHE.  — Hey  /  How  come  you  to  claim  the  fir  ft  Word? 
GENTLEMEN,  my  Huft and  and  I  have  had  a  Difpute, 
Where  the  Difference  lies  'tivixt  a  Man  and  a  B  ute  j 
Which  we  beg,  whilft  the   Folks  for  the  Farce  are  pre- 
paring, 

You  would  pkafe  to  decide,  and  give  us  the  Hearing. 
—Hem!    Hem!— 

After  Plutarch  of  Rome  !  and  Virgil  of  Greece  ! 
And  Iliads,  and  Eniends,  and  duthtrs  like  thefe  j 
/  boldly  affirm,  deny  it  who  can, 
That  in  Laughter  confifts  the  true  EJ/ence  of  Man  : 
Whiljl  my  Hufband— 

HE. Nay,  pray  let  mejlate  my  own  Cafe,] 

And  Til  m&ke  it  as  cltar  as  the  Nofe  in  your  Face,  > 

That  H-JJing  in  Man  pr ef.rves  the  fir  ft  Place.  J 

To  begin  tbsn  with  Critics  : — 'Tis  their  capital  Blifi, 
Than  to  :augh — don't  you  find  it  more  pleafing  to  hifs  ? 
In  this  ail  agree; — Jevvs  !   Infidels  !   Turks  I 

SHE.    I  grant  it,  fiveet  Sir, if  you  mean  at  pur 

Works. 

Yet  even  *gairjft  that  I've  a  potent  Objection  j 
For  every  Rule  ftill  has  its  Exception  : 
Thj  they  bijid  ut  your  Farces,  your  Pafquin,  and  Stujfy 
At  your  Tragedy  Jurf  they  laugtfd  heart)  enough. 
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And  again,  Mr.  JPlfeman^  regard  the  World  round, 
3Tis  in  Mankind  alone  that  Laughter  is  found ; 
Whiljt  your  favourite  HiJJins;^  fage  Sir,  if  you  pleaj~e9 
You  enjoy  but  in  common  with  Serpents  and  Geefe. 

SHE.   And  ar n't  you  ajhamed—  ('tis  no  Time  to  dijjem- 

Me,) 
O  Critii-s  !   thffe  Creatures  in  this  to  refemble  ? 

HE.    Not  a  Jot  ;  in  this  Place  'tis  of  fingular  Ufe, 
Of  bad  Poets  and  Players  to  reform  the  Abufe. 
In  the  Prafiicf,  kind  Sirs  !   were  I  fit  to  advife,  "\ 
The  Hijjing  like  Geefe  I  would  have  you  defpife^     > 

dnd  copy  the  Serpent , be  fubtle  and  ivife^         J 

But  free  from  his  Venom* Well>  Sirs!   what  d'ye 

fay? 
Js  your  "Judgment • 

SHE. Let  us  wait  'till  the  End  of  tbt 

Play: 

In  the  Progrefs  of  that  we  Jhall  eajily  find^ 
Whether  Laughing  or  HiJJing  is  moft  to  their  Mind. 

HE.    I'm  Jure  they  will  hifs, 

SHE.    And  I  hope  they'll  be  kind. 
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ACT     I,        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enfer  Mr.  SUBTLE  and  Mr.  CLASSIC. 

Mr.  SUBTLE. 

WELL,  well,  that  may  be  j  but  ftill 
I  fay  that  a  Frenchman 

Claffic.  Is  a  Fop  ;  it  is  their  national 
Difeafe  ;  not  one  of  the  Qualities  for  which 
you  celebrate  them,  but  owes  its  Origin  to 
a  Foible  ;  their  Tafte  is  Trifling,  their  Gai- 
ety Grimace,  and  their  Politenefs  Pride.  • 

Mr.  Sub.  Hey-dey  !  Why  what  the  Duce 
brings  you  to  Paris  then  ? 

ClaJJ.  A  Debt  to  Friendmip ;  not* but  I 
think  a  fhort  Refidence  here  a  very  necef- 
fary  Part  in  every  Man  of  Fashion's  Edu- 
cation. 

Mr.  Sub.  Where's  the  Ufe  ? 

Clajf.  In  giving  them  a  true  Relifh  for 
their  own  domeftic  Happinefs,  a  proper  ve- 
neration for  their  national  Liberties;  a  con- 
tempt for  Adulation  j  and  an  Honour  for 
the  extended,  generous  Commerce  of  their 
Country. 
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Mr.  Sub.  Why  there,  indeed,  you  have 
the  preference,  Mailer  Claffic ;  the  Traders 
here  are  a  (harp  Set;  cozening  People; 
Foreigners  are  their  Food  ;  Civilities  with 
a — Aye  !  aye  !  a  Congee  for  a  Crown,  and 
a  Shrug  for  a  Shilling;  devilifh  dear,  Matter 
Claffic,  devililh  dear. 

Clajf.  To  avoid  their  Exactions,  we  are, 
Mr.  Subtlet  recommended  to  your  Protec- 
tion. 

Mr.  Sub.  Aye  !  and  wifely  they  did  who 
recommended  you :  Buy  nothing  but  on 
mine  or  my  Lady's  Recommendation,  and 
you  are  fafe.  But  where  was  your  Charge  ? 
Wnere  was  Mr.  Buck  lad  Night  ?  My 
Lady  made  a  Party  at  Cards  on  purpofe  for 
him,  and  my  Ward  Lucinda  is  mightily 
taken  with  him  ;  me  longs  to  fee  him 
again. 

Claff.  I  am  afraid  with  the  fame  Set  his 
Father  fent  him  hither  to  avoid ;  but  we 
muft  endeavour  to  infpire  him  with  a  Tafte 
for  trie  Gallantries  of  this  Court,  and  his 
PafTion  for  the  lower  Amufements  of  ours 
will  diminifli  of  Courfe. 

Mr.  Sub.  All  the  Fraternity  of  Men- 
makers  are  for  that  Purpofe  without  ;  Tay- 
lors, Peruquiers,  Hatters,  Hofiers Is  not 

that  Mr.  Buck's  Englijh  Servant  ? 

Enter  Roger. 

Oh  !  aye,  honeft   Roger.     So,   the 

old 
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old  Doings,  Roger;    what   time  did  your 
Matter  come  Home  ? 

Rog.  Between  Five  and  Six,  pummell'd 
to  a  Jelly  :  Here  been  two  of  his  old  Com- 
rades follow'd  un  already ;  I  count  we  mall 
ha'  the  whole  Gang  in  a  Se'nnight. 

Claff.  Comrades,  who  ? 

Rog.  Dick  Daylight  and  Bob  Breadbajket 
the  Bruifers :  They  all  went  to  the  Shew  to- 
gether, where  they  had  the  Devil  to  pay; 
belike  they  had  been  fent  to  Bridewell^ 
hadn't  a  great  Gentleman  in  a  blue  String 
come  by  and  releas'd  them. — I  hear  Matter's 
Bell  i  do,  Matter  Claffic,  ftep  up  and  talk 
to'un ;  he's  now  fober,  and  may  hearken 
to  Reafon. 

C/aff]  I  attend  him.  Mr.  Subtle,  you 
won't  be  out  of  the  Way. 

Mr.  Sub.  I  fhall  talk  a  little  with  the 
Tradefmen.  A  fmoaky  Fellow  this  C/affic-, 
but  if  Lucinda  plays  her  Cards  well,  we 
have  not  much  to  fear  from  that  Quarter  : 
Contradiction  feems  to  be  the  Life  and  Soul 
of  young  Buck. — A  tolerable  Expedition  this, 

if  it  fucceeds Fleece  the  Younker  ! 

Pmaw,  that's  a  Thing  of  Courfe  1 but  by 

his  Means  to  get  rid  of  Lucinda,  and  fe- 

curely  pocket  her  Patrimony ; aye  !  that 

indeed 

Enter  Mrs.  Subtle. 

Oh  !  Wife  !    Have  you  open'd  the  Plot  ? 
Dues  the  Girl  come  into  it  greedily,  hey  ? 

Mrs. 


10       THE    ENGLISHMAN 

Mrs.  Sub.  A  little  fqueamifli  at  firft  ;  but 
I  have  opened  her  Eyes.  Never  fear,  my 
Dear,  fooner  or  later  Women  will  attend 
to  their  Intereft. 

Mr.  Sub.  Their  Intereft  !  aye,  that's  true; 
but  confider,  my  Dear,  how  deeply  our  own 
Intereft  is  concern'd,  and  let  that  quicken 
your  Zeal. 

•Mr.  Sub.  D'ye  think  I  am  blind  ?  But 
the  Girl  has  got  fuch  whimfical  Notions  of 
Honour,  and  is  withal  fo  decent  and  mo- 
deft  :  1  wonder  where  the  duce  me  got  it ; 
I  am  fure  it  was  not  in  my  Houfe. 

Mr.  Sub.  How  does  me  like  Buck's  Per- 
fon  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  Well  enough  !  But  prythee, 
Hufband,  leave  her  to  my  Management, 
and  confider  we  have  more  Irons  in  the  Fire 
than  one.  Here  is  the  Marquis  de  Soldi  to 

meet  Madam  de  Farde  to  Night, and 

where  to  put  'em,  unlefs  we  can  have  Buck's 
Apartment — Oh  !  by  the  bye,  has  Count  Cog 
fent  you  your  Share  out  of  Mr.  Puntwe/Fs 
Lolings  a  Tburfday  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  I  intend  calling  on  him  this 
Morning. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Don't  fail !  He's  a  flippery 
Chap  you  know. 

Mr.  Sub.  There's  no  fear.  Well,  but  our 
pretty  Countrywoman  lays  about  her  hand- 

fbmely  !      Ha! Hearts   by  Hundreds  I 

EfasiJ 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sub,  Aye  !  that's  a  noble  Prize,  if 
we  could  but  manage  her  ;  but  flic's  fo  in- 
difcreet,  that  (he'll  be  blown  before  we  have 
made  half  our  Market.  I  am  this  Morning 
to  give  Audience  on  her  Score,  to  two 
Counts  and  a  foreign  Minifter. 

Mr.  Sub.  Then  ftrike  whilft  the  Iron's 
hot  :  But  they'll  be  here  before  I  can  talk 
to  my  People  j  fend  'em  in  prythee. 

Enter  Tradefmen. 

Mr.  Sub.  So,  Gentlemen  ;  Oh  1  hum  ! 
we  are  interrupted  :  If-  they  afk  for  your 
Bills,  you  have  left  them  at  Home. 

Enter  Buck,  Claflic,  and  Roger. 

Buck.  Ecod,  I  don't  know  how  it  ended, 
but  I  remember  how  it  begun.  Oh  !  Ma- 
iler Subtle,  how  do'ft,  old  Buck,  hey  ?  Give's 
thy  Paw  !  And  little  Lucy  how  fares  it  with 
(he  ?  Hum  ! 

Mr.  Sub.  What  has  been  the  Matter, 
Squire  ?  Your  Face  feems  a  little  in  Dema- 
bilie. 

Buck.  A  Touch  of  the  Times,  old  Boy  ! 
a  fniall  Skirmim  ;  after  I  was  down  tho',  a 

Set  of  cowardly  Sons  of ;  there's  George 

and  I  will  box  any  five  for  their  Sum. 

Mr.  Sub.  But  how  happened  it  ?  Th<* 
French  are  generally  civil,  to  ftrangeris. 

Buck.  Oh  1  damn'd  civil !  to  fall  fcven  or 

eight 
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eight  upon  three  :  Seven  or  eight !  Ecod  we 
had  the  whole  Houfe  upon  us  at  laft. 

Mr.  Sub.  But  what  had  you  done  ? 

Buck.  Done  !  Why  nothing  at  all  t  But 
Wounds !  how  the  Powder  flew  about,  and 
the  Monfieurs  fcour'd. 

Mr.  Sub.  But  what  Offence  had  either 
they  or  you  committed  ? 

Buck.  Why  I  was  telling  Domine,  laft 
Night,  Dick  Daylight,  Bob  Breadba/ket,  and 
I,  were  walking  through  one  of  their  Rues 
I  think  they  call  them  here,  they  are  Streets 
in  London-,  but  they  have  fuch  devilim  out- 
of-the-way  Names  for  Things,  that  there  is 
no  remembering  them :  fo  we  fee  Crowds 
of  People  going  into  a  Houfe,  and  Comedy 
patted  over  the  Door ;  in  we  troop'd  with 
the  reft,  pay'd  our  Cam,  and  fat  down  on 
the  Stage  :  prefently  they  had  a  Dance  •>  and 
one  of  the  young  Women  with  long  Hair 
trailing  behind  her,  ftood  with  her  Back  to 
a  Rail  juft  by  me :  Ecod  what  does  me  ! 
for  nothing  in  the  World  but  a  Joke,  as  I 
hope  for  Mercy,  but  ties  her  Locks  to  the 
Rail  j  fo  when  'twas  her  Turn  to  figure  out, 
foufe  me  flapp'd  on  her  Back ;  'twas  devilifli 
comical,  but  they  fet  up  fuch  an  Uproar, 
one  whey-fac'd  Son  of  a  Bitch,  that  came  to 
loofe  the  Woman,  turn'd  up  his  Nofe,  and 
call'd  me  Bete  ;  Ecod,  I  lent  him  a  Lick  in 
his  Lanthorn  Jaws,  that  will  make  him  re- 
member the  Spawn  of  old  Mar/borough,  I 

war- 
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warrant  him.  Another  came  up  to  fecond 
him,  but  I  let  drive  at  the  Mark,  made  the 
Soup-Maigre  rumble  in  his  Bread-bafket, 
and  laid  him  fprawling.  Then  in  pour'd  a 
Million  of  them  ;  I  was  knock'd  down  in  a 
trice  -,  and  what  happen'd  after  I  know  no 
more  than  you.  But  where's  Lucy  ?  I'll  go 
fee  her, 

Clajf.  Oh  fie !  Ladies  are  treated  here 
with  a  little  more  Ceremony  :  Mr.  Subtle  too 
has  collected  thefe  People,  who  are  to  equip 
you  for  the  converfation  of  the  Ladies. 

Buck.  Wounds!  all  thefe!  What,  Mr. 
Subtle,  thefe  are  Mounfeeres  too  I  fuppofe  ? 
Mr.  Sub.  No !  Squire,  they  are  Engliflj- 
men.  Fafhion  has  ordain'd,  that  as  you  em- 
ploy none  but  Foreigners  at  home,  you  muft 
take  up  with  your  own  Countrymen  here. 

ClaJJ]  It  is  not  in  this  Inflance  alone  we 
are  particular,  Mr.  Subtle ;  I  have  obferv'd 
many  of  our  pretty  Gentlemen,  who  con- 
defcend  to  ule  entirely  their  native  Lan- 
guage here,  fputter  nothing  but  bad  French 
in  the  Side-boxes  at  Home. 

Buck.  Look  you,  Sir,  as  to  you,  and 
your  Wife,  and  Mifs  Lucy,  I  like  you  all 
well  enough ;  but  the  Devil  a  good  Thing 
elfe  have  I  feen  fince  I  loft  Sight  of  Dover ; 
the  Men  are  all  Puppies,  mincing  and 
dancing,  and  chattering,  and  grinning;  the 
Women  a  Parcel  of  painted  Dolls :  their 
Food's  fit  for  Hogs ;  and  as  for  their  Lan- 
guage, let  them  learn  it  that  like  it,  I'll 

none 
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none  on't;  no,  nor  their  Frippery  neither: 
So  here  you  may  all  march  to  the  place 

from  whence  you Harkee !  What  are 

you  an  EngHJJman  ? 

Barber.  Yes,  Sir. 

Buck.  Domine  !  look  here,  what  a  Mon- 
fter  the  Monkey  has  made  of  himfelf !  Sir- 
rah, if  your  String  was  long  enough,  I'd 
do  your  bufinefs  myfelf,  you  Dog,  to  fink 
a  bold  Briton  into  fuch  a  ineaking,  fnivel- 

ling the  Rafcal  looks  as  if  he  had  not 

had  a  Piece  of  Beef  and  Pudding  in  his 
Paunch  thefe  twenty  Years ;  I'll  be  hang'd 
if  the  Rogue  ha'nt  been  fed  upon  Frogs  ever 
fince  he  came  over.  Away  with  your 
Trumpery  ! 

Clajf.  Mr.  Buck,  a  Compliance  with  the 
Cuftoms  of  the  Country  in  which  we  live, 
where  neither  ow 'Religion  or  Morals  are 
concern'd,  is  a  Duty  we  owe  ourielves. 

Mr.  -  Sub.  Befides,  Squire,  Lucinda  ex- 
pects that  you  mould  ufher  her  to  public 
Places,  which  it  would  be  impofiible  to  da 
in  that  Drefs. 

Buck.   Why  not  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  You'd  be  mobb'd. 

Buck.  Mobb'd  !  I  fhould  be  glad  to  fee 
that. — • — No  !  no  !  they  ha'nt  Spirit  enough 
to  mob  herej  but  come,  fince  thefe  Fellows 
here  are  Englijhy  and  it  is  the  Fafhion,  try 
on  your  Fooleries. 

Mr.  Sub.  Mr,  Daupbine,  come  produce 

— Upoa 
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« — Upon   my  Word,  in  an  elegant  Tafte, 
Sir :  this  Gentleman  has  had  the  Honour — - 

Daupb.  To  work  for  all  the  Beaux  Ef- 
prits  of  the  Court.  My  good  Fortune  com- 
menc'd  by  a  fmall  Alteration  in  a  Cut  of  the 
Corner  of  the  Sleeve  for  Count  Crib ;  but 
the  Addition  of  a  ninth  Plait  in  the  Skirt  of 
Marfhal  ^onerre^  was  applauded  by  Madam 
la  Duchefs  Ram'bouillet,  and  totally  efta- 
blifh'd  the  Reputation  of  your  humble  Ser- 
vant. 

Buck.  Hold  your  Jaw  and.  difpatch. 

Mr.  Sub.    A  Word  with  you 1  don't 

think  it  impoffible  to  get  you  acquainted 
with  Madam  de  Rambouillet. 

Buck.  An't  (he  a  Papift  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  Undoubtedly. 

Buck.  Then  I'll  ha'  nothing  to  fay  to  her. 

Mr.  Sub.  Oh-fie  !  Who  minds  the  Reli- 
gion of  a  pretty  Woman  ?  Befides,  all  this 
Country  are  of  the  fame. 

Buck.  For  that  Reafon  I  don't  care  how 
foon  I  get  out  of  it :  Come,  let's  get  rid  of 
you  all  as  foon  as  we  can.  And  what  are 
you,  hey  ? 

Barb.  Je  fuis  Peruquier,  Monfieur. 

Buck.  Speak  Engiifo,  you  Son  of  a 
Whore. 

Barb.  I  am  a  Peri  wig- maker,  Sir. 

Buck.  Then  why  could  not  you  fay  fo  at 
firft  ?  What  are  you  afham'd  of  your  Mo- 
ther Tongue  ?  I  knew  this  Fellow  was  a 

Puppy 
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Puppy  by  his  Pig-tail.   Come,  let's  fee  your 
handy  Work, 

Barb.  As  J  found  you  were  in  a  Hurry, 
I  have  brought  you,  Sir,  fomething  that 
will  do  for  the  prefent :  But  a  Peruque 
is  a  different  Ouvrage,  another  Sort  or  a 
Thing  here,  from  what  it  is  en  Angleterre; 
we  muft  confult  the  Colour  of  the  Com- 
plexion, and  the  'Tour  de  Vifage^  the  Form, 
of  the  Face  j  for  which  end,  it  will  be  ne- 
ceffary  to  regard  your  Countenance  in  dif- 
ferent Lights : A  little  to  the  Right,  if 

you  pleafe. 

Buck.  Why  you  Dog,  d'ye  think  I'll  fub- 
mit  to  be  exercifed  by  you  ? 

Barb.  Oh  mon  Dieu !  Monfieur,  if  you 
don't,  it  will  be  impoffible  to  make  your 
Wig  comme  il  faut. 

Buck.  Sirrah,  fpeak  another  French  Word, 
and  I'll  kick  you  down  flairs. 

Barb.  Gad's  Curfe !  Would  you  re- 
ferable fome  of  your  Countrymen,  who,  at 
their  firft  Importation  with  nine  Hairs  of 
a  Side  to  a  brawny  Pair  of  Cheeks,  look  like 
a  Saracen's  Head  !  Or  elfe  their  Water-gruel 
Jaws,  funk  in  a  Thicket  of  Curls,  appear, 
for  all  the  World,  like  a  Lark  in  a  Soup- 
dim  ! 

Mr.  Sub.  Come,  Squire,  fubmit;  'tis  but 
for  once. 

Buck.  Well,  what  muft  I  do  ? 

[Places  him  in  a  Chair. 

Barbl 
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Barb.  To  the  Right,  Sir  j  — now  to  the 
Left; — now  your  Full; — and  now,  Sir,  Til 
do  your  Bufinds. 

Mr.  Sub.  Look  at  yourfelf  a  little  ;  fee 
what  a  Revolution  this  has  occafion'd  in 
your  whole  Figure. 

Buck.  Yes !  a  bloody  pretty  Figure  in- 
deed !  But  'tis  a  Figure  I  am  damnably 
amam'd  of:  I  would  not  be  feen  by  'Jack 
Wildfire  or  Dick  Riot  for  fifty  Pounds,  in 
this  Trim,  for  all  that. 

Mr.  Sub.  Upon  my  Honour,  Drefs  greatly 
improves  you.  Your  Opinion,  Mr.  Claffic. 

ClafJ.  They  do  mighty  well,  Sir  ;  and  in 
a  little  Time  Mr.  Buck  will  be  eafy  in  them. 

Buck.  Shall  I  !  1  am  glad  on't,  for  I  am 
damnably  uneafy  at  prefent,  Mr.  Subtle. 
What  muft  I  do  now  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  Now,  Sir,  if  you'll  call  upon 
my  Wife,  you'll  find  Luclnda  with  her,  and 
I'll  wait  on  you  prefently. 

Buck.  Come  along,  Domine  !  But  harkee, 
Mr.  Subtle  t  I'll  out  of  my  Tramels,  when 
I  hunt  with  the  King. 

Mr.  Sub.  Well  !  Veil ! 

Buck.  I'll  on  with  my  Jemmys ;  none  of 
your  black  Bags  and  jack  Boots  for  me. 

Mr.  Sub.  No !  No  ! 

Buck.  I'll  fhew  them  the  Odds  on't! 
Old  Siher-Taii  !  I  will  1  Hey  ! 

Mr.  Sub.  Ay  !  ay  ! 

Buck.  Hedge,  Stake,  or  Stile  !  over  we  go! 
B  Mr. 
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Mr.  Sub.  Ay !  but  Mr.  Claffic  waits. 

Buck.  But  d'ye  think  they'll  follow  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  Oh  no  !  Impoffible  ! 

Buck.  Did  I  tell  you  what  a  Chace  me 
carry 'd  me  la  ft  Chriftmas  Eve  ?  We  unken- 
nell'd  at % 

Mr.  Sub.  I  am  bufy  now  -,  at  any  other 
Time. 

Buck.  You'll  fallow  us.  I  have  fent  for 
my  Hounds  and  Horfes. 

Mr.  Sub.  Have  you  ? 

Buck.  They  mall  make  the  Tour  of  Eu- 
rope with  me  :  And  then  there's  Tom  At- 
kins  the  Huntfman,  the  two  Whippers-inr 
and  little  Joey  the  Groom  comes  with  them. 
Dam  my,  what  a  ftrange  Place  they'll  think 
this  ?  But  no  Matter  for  that ;  then  we  mail 
be  Company  enough  of  ourfelves.  But 
you'll  follow  us  in  ?J 

Mr.  Sub.  In  ten  Minutes ! An  imper- 
tinent Jackanapes !  But  I  (hall  foon  ha'  done 
with  him.  So,  Gentlemen  ;  well,  you  fee 
we  have  a  good  Subject  to  work  upon. 
Harkee,  Dauphine,  I  muft  have  more  than 
20  per-Cent.  out  of  that  Suit. 

Dauph.  Upon  my  Soul,  Mr.  Subtle,  I 
can't. 

Mr.  Sub.  Why  I  have  always  that  upon 
new. 

Dauph.  New  !  Sir !  Why  as  I  hope  to  be — 

Mr.  Sub.  Come,  don't  lie  ;  don't  damn 
yourfdf,  Dauphine  -,  don't  be  a  Rogue  3  did 

not 
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hot  I  fee  at  Madam  Friporfs  that  Waiftcoat 
and  Sleeves  upon  Colonel  Crambo  ? 

Dauph.  As  to  the  Waiftcoat  and  Sleeves, 

1  own--— rbut  for  the  Body  and   Lining 

may  I  never  fee 

Mr.  Sub.  Come,  don't  be  a  Scoundrel  j 
five  and  thirty,  or  I've  done. 

Daupb.  Well,  if  I  mult,  I  muft. 

Mr.  Sub.  Oh  !  Solitaire  !  I  can't  pay  that 

Draft  of  Mr.  'thefe  fix  Weeks  ;  I  want 

Money. 

So/i.  Je  fuis  dans  le  meme  cas -Je —  . 

Mr.  Sub.    What  d'ye   mutiny,    Rafcal  ? 
About  your  Buiinefs,  or" 

[Exeunt. 

I  muft  keep  thefe  Fellows  under,  or  I 
(hall  have  a  fine  Time  on't ;  they  know  they 
can't  do  without  me. 

Enter  Mrs.  Subtle. 

Mrs.  Sub.  The  Calais  Letters !  my  Dear, 
Mr.  Sub.  (reads)  Ah  !  ah  !  Calais- — the 
Dover  Packet  arrived  laft  Night,  Loading 
as. follows:  Six  Taylors,  ditto  Barbers,  five 
Milliners,  bound  for  Paris  to  ftudy  Fafhionsj 
four  Citizens  come  to  fettle  here  for  a  Month 
by  way  of  feeing  the  Country  ;  ditto  their 
Wives  j  ten  French  Valets,  with  nine  Cooks, 
all  from  Newgate,  where  they  had  been 
fent  for  robbing  their  Mafters ;  nine  Figure* 
dancers,  exported  in  September  ragged  and 
lean,  imported  well  clad  and  in  good  Cafe  5 
B  2 
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twelve  Dogs,  ditto  Bitches,  with  two  Mon- 
kies,  and  a  Litter  of  Puppies,  from  Mother 
Midnight's  in  the  Haymarket  :  A  precious 
Cargo  ! — Poftfcnpt.  One  of  the  Coafters 
is  juft  put  in,  with  his  Grace  the  Duke  of 
— ,  my  Lord — ,  and  an  old  Gentleman, 
whole  Name  I  can't  learn.  Gadfo  !  Well, 
my  Dear,  I  muft  run,  and  try  to  fecure  thefe 
Cuftomers ;  there's  no  Time  to  be  loft : 
Mean  while 

Enter  Claffic. 

So,    Matter  Clajjic,    what    have    you    left 
the  young  Couple  together  ? 

Clajj.  They  want  your  Ladymip's  Pre- 
fence,  Madam,  for  a  mort  Tour  to  the 
Yuilleries.  I  have  received  fome  Letters 
which  I  muft  anfwer  immediately. 

Mr.  Sub.  Oh  !  Well !  Well  !  no  Cere- 
mony ;  we  are  all  of  a  family  you  know. 
Servant.  [Exit. 

Cla/.  Roger  ! 

Enter  Roger, 

Rog.  Anon  ! 

Claff.  I  have  juft  received  a  Letter  from 
your  old  Mafter  j  he  was  landed  at  Calais, 
and  will  be  this  Evening  at  Paris.  It  is  ab- 
folutely  neceflary  that  this  Circumftance 
fhouid  be  conceai'd  from  his  Son;  for  which 
Purpole  you  muft  wait  at  the  Piccardy 
Gate,  and  deliver  a  Letter  I  {hall  give  you, 
into  his  own  Hand. 

Rog. 
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Rog.  I'll  warrant  you. 

C/af.  But,  Roger,  be  fecret. 

Rog.  Oh  !  lud  !  Never  you  fear ! 

Clafll  So,  Mr.  Subtle,  I  fee  your  Aim. 
A  pretty  Lodging  we  have  hit  upon  ;  the 
Miftrefs  a  Commode,  and  the  Mafter  a — - 
But  who  can  this  Ward  be  ?  Poffibly  the 
neglected  Purk  of  fome  riotous  Man  of 
Quality,  'Tis  lucky  Mr.  Buck's  Father  is 
arriv'd,  or  my  Authority  would  prove  but 
an  infufficient  Match  for  my  Pupjl's  Obfti- 
nacy.  This  mad  Boy  !  How  difficult,  how 
difagrceable  a  Tafk  have  I  undertaken  ?  And 
how  general,  yet  how  dangerous  an  Expe- 
riment is  it  to  expofe  our  Youth,  in  the  very 
Fire  and  Fury  of  their  Blood,  to  all  the 
Follies  and  Extravagance  of  this  fantaftic 
Court  ?  Far  different  was  the  prudent  Prac- 
tice of  our  Forefathers  : 

They  fcorn'd  to  truck,  for  lafe,  unmanly  Arts, 

Their  native  Plainnefs,  and  their  bone/?  Hearts ; 

Whene'er  they  deign  d  to  vijit  haughty  France, 

'Twas  arrrid  with  bearded  Dart,  and  pointed  Lance. 

No  pompous  Pageants  lur'd  their  curious  Eye, 

No  Charms  for  them  had  Fops  or  F Tatter y  ; 

Paris  they  knew,  their  Streamers  wav'd  around^ 

There  Britons  faiv  a  Britifh  Harry  crown  d. 

Far  other  Views  attracJ  our  modern  Racs,  0 

Trulls,  Toupees,  Trinkets,  Bags,  Brocades,  and  Lace  ;  > 

A  flaunting  Form,  and  a  fictitious  Fate.  j 

Rouje  !   re-ajjume  !   refufe  a  Gallic  Reign, 

Nor  let  their  Arts  win  that  their  Arms  could  never  gain. 

End  of  the  Firji  Aft. 

B  ACT 
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Enter  Mr.  Claffic  and  Roger. 

•     ROGER. 

LD  Maifter's  at  a  Coffec-houfe  next 
Street,  and  will  tarry  till  you  fend 
for  'un. 

Clajf.  Bye  and  bye,  in  the  Dulk,  bring 
him  up  the  back  Stairs.  You  muft  be  care- 
ful that  nobody  fees  him. 

Rog.   I  warrant  you. 

Claff.  Let  Sir  John  know,  that  I  would 
wait  on  him  myfelf,  but  I  don't  think  it 
fafe  to  quit  the  Houfe  an  Inflant. 

Rog.  Ay,  ay.  [Exit  Roger. 

Claff.  I  fuppofe,  by  this  Time,  Matters 
are  pretty  well  fettled  within,  and  my  Ab- 
fence  only  wanted  to  accomplim  the  Scene; 
but  I  mall  take  Care  to  -  -Oh  !  Mr. 
Subtle  and  his  Lady. 

Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Subtle. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Oh  !  delightfully  !  Now,  my 
Deareft,  I  hope  you  will  no  longer  diipute 
my  Abilities  for  forming  a  Female. 

Mr.  Sub..  Never,  never  :  How  die  Bag- 
gage ker'd  ! 
:    Mrs.  $ut>.  And  the  Booby  gap'd  ! 

Mr.  Sub.  So  kind,  and  yet  fo  coy  j  fo  free, 
but  then  fo  refcrv'd  :  Oh  Tfhe  has  him  ! 

1  'Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sub.  Ay  !  ay  !  the  Fifli  is  hook'd  ; 

but  then  fafely  to  land  him. Is  ClaJJic 

fufpicious  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  Not  that  I  obferve  ;  but  the 
Secret  muft  foon  be  blaz'd. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Therefore  difpatch  :  I  have  laid 
a  Trap  to  enflame  his  AfFedion. 

Mr.  Sub.  How  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  He  fhall  be  treated  with  a  Dif- 
play  of  Lucy's  Talents  -,  her  linging,  danc- 
ing. 

Mr.  Sub.  Pmaw  !  her  finging  and  danc- 
ing ! 

Mrs.  Sub.  Ah  !  you  don't  know,  Hu& 
band,  half  the  Force  of  thefe  Accomplifh- 
ments  in  a  fafhionable  Figure. 

Mr.  Sub.  I  doubt  her  Execution. 

Mrs.  Sub.  You  have  no  Reafon  ;  (he  does 
both  well  enough  to  flatter  a  Fool  j  efpe- 
cially  with  Love  for  her  fecond  :  Befides,  I 
have  a  Coup  de  Maitre,  a  fure  Card. 

Mr.  Sub.  What's  that  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  A  Rival. 

Mr,  Sub.    Who  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  The  Language- Mart er :  He 
may  be  eafily  equipt  for  the  Expedition  j  a 
fecond- hand  tawdry  Suit  of  Cloaths  will 
pafs  him  on  our  Countryman  for  a  Marquis  5 
•and  then,  to  excufe  his  fpeaking  our  Lan- 
guage fo  well,  he  may  have  been  educated 
early  in  JLngland.  But  hu(h  !  the  Squire 
Approaches  ;  don't  feem  to  obferve  him. 

B  4  Enter 
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Enter  Buck. 

For  my    Part,  I   never  faw  any  Thing    fo 
alter'd  fince  I  was  born  :  In  my  Confcience, 
I  believe  (he's  in  Love  with  him. 
Buck.  Hulh!   \Afid3.} 
Mr.  Sub.    D'ye  think  fo  ? 
Mrs.  Sub.  Why,    where's   the  Wonder  ? 
He's  a  pretty,    good  -  humour'd,  fprightly 
Fellow ;  and,  for   the  Time,  fuch   an  Im- 
provement !  •  Why  he  wears  his  Cloaths  as 
eafily,  and  moves  as  genteely,  as  if  he  had 
been  at  Paris  thefe  twenty  Years. 

Mr.  Sub.  Indeed  !  How  does  he  dance  ? 
Mrs.  Sub,  Why  he  has  had  but  three 
Leflbns  from  Marjeil,  and  he  moves  already 
like  Dupre.  Oh  !  three  Months  Stay  here 
will  render  him  a  perfect  Model  for  the 
Engtijh  Court. 

Mr.  Sub.  Gadfo!  No  wonder  then,  with 
thefe  Qualities,  that  he  has  caught  the  Heart 
of  my  Ward  ;  but  we  muft  take  Care  that 
the  Girl  do  s  nothing  imprudent. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Oh  !  difmiis  your  Fears  j  her 
Family,  good  Senfe,  and,  more  than  all,  her 
tieing  educated  under  my  Eye,  render  them 
unneceflary  :  Eefidcs,  Mr.  Buck  is  too  much 

Q.  Man  of  Honour  to — 

[  He  interrupts  them.  ] 
Buck.  Damn  me,   if  I  an't. 
Mrs.  Sub.  Blefs  me !  Sir  !  you  here  !  I 
did  not  expect 

Buck. 
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Buck,  I  beg  pardon  j  but  all  that  I  heard 
was,  thai  Mr.  Buck  was  a  Man  of  Honour. 
I  wanted  to  have  fome  Chat  with  you, 
Madam,  in  private. 

Mr.  Bub.  Then  I'll  withdraw.  You  fee 
I  dare  truft  you  alone  with  my  Wife. 

Buck*  So  you  may  fafely  >  I  have  other 
Game  in  View.  Servant,  Mr.  Subtle. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Now  for  a  puzzling  Scene  j  I 
long  to  know  how  he'll  begin.  Well,  Mr. 
Buck,  your  Commands  with  me,  Sir. 

Buck.  Why,  Madam,— I  ah— I .  ah— 
—but  let's  (hut  the  Door:  I  was,  Madam, 

ah  !  ah  !  Can't  you  guefs  what  I  want 

to  talk  about  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  Not  I,  indeed,  Sir. 
Buck.  Well,  but  try  ;  upon  my  Soul  I'll 
tell  you  if  you're  right. 

Mrs.  Sub,  It  will  be  impoffible  for  me  to 
divine  :  But  come,  open  a  little. 

Buck.  Why,  have  you  obfcrv'd  nothing  ? 
Mrs.  Sub.   About  who  ? 
Biwk.  Why,  about  me  ! 
Mrs.  Sub.  Yes ;  you  are  new-drefs'd,  and 
your  Cloaths  become  you. 

Buck.  Yes!  Pretty  well  j 'bu*  it  an't  that. 
Mrs.  Sub.   What  is  it  ? 
1  Buck    Why,  ah  !  ah  !— -Upon  my  Soul, 
I  can't  bring  it  out. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Nay,  then  it's  to  no  Purpofe 
to  wait:  Write  your  Mind. 

Buck.  No !  No'!  Scop  a  Moment,  and 
J  will  tell. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sub.  Be  expeditious,  then. 

Buck.  Why,  I  wanted  to  talk  about  Mifs 
Lucinda. 

Mrs.  Sub.  What  of  her  ? 

Buck.  She's  a  bloody  fine  Girl  -,  and  I 
fliould  be  glad  to 

Mrs.  Sub.  To Blefs  me  !  What !  Mr. 

Buck  !  And  in  my  Houfe  !  Oh  !  Mr.  Buck, 
you  have  deceiv'd  me  !  Little  did  I  think, 
that,  under  the  Appearance  of  fp  much  Ho- 
nefty,  you  could  go  to ruin  the  poor  Girl. 

Buck.  Upoa  my  Soul  you're  mi  (taken. 

Mrs.  Sub.  A  poor  Orphan  too !  Deprived 
in  her  earlieft  Infancy  of  a  Father's  Pru- 
dence, and  a  Mother's  Care. 

Buck.  Why  I  tell  you 

Mrs.  Sub.  So  fweet,  fo  lovely  an  Inno- 
cence 3  her  Mind  as  fpotlefs  as  her  Per- 
fon. 

Buck.  Hey-day  ! 

Mrs.  Sub.  And  me,  Sir !  Where  had  you 
your  Thoughts  of  me  ?  How  dar'd  you 
iuppofe  that  ]  would  connive  at  fuch  a— — - 

Buck.  The  Woman's  bewitch'd  ! 

Mrs.  Sub.  I !  whole  untainted  Reputa- 
tion the  blistering  Tongue  of  Slander  never 
blafted.  Full  fifteen  Years,  in  Wedlock's 
facred  Bands,  have  I  liv'd  unreproach'd  j 
and  now  to 

Buck.  Odds  Fury  1  She's  in  Heroics ! 

Mrs.  Sub.  And  this  from  you  too,  whofe 
fair  Outfide  and  bewitching  Tongue  had  fo 

far 
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far  lull'd  my  Fears,  I  dar'd  have  trufted  all 
my  Daughters,  nay,  myfelf  too,  fingly,  with 
you. 

Buck.  Upon  my  Soul !  and  fo  you  might 
fafely. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Well,  Sir,  and  what  have  you 
to  urge  in  your  Defence  ? 

Buck.  Oh  !  oh  !  What  you  are  got  pretty 
well  to  the  End  of  your  Line>  are  you  ?  And 
now,  if  you'll  be  quiet  a  Bit,  we  may  make 
a  Shift  to  undfrftand  one  another  a  little. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Be  quick,  and  eafe  me  of  my 
Fears. 

Buck.  Eafe  you  of  your  Fears  !  I  don't 
know  how  the  Devil  you  got  them.  All 
that  I  wanted  to  fay  was,  that  Mifs  Lucy 
was  a  fine  Wench  -,  and  if  fhe  was  as  wil- 
ling as  me, 

Mrs.  Sub.  Willing  !  Sir  !  What  Demon— 

Buck.  If  you  are  in  your  Airs  again,  I 
may  as  well  decamp. 

Mrs.  Sub.  I  am  calm  j  go  on. 

Buck.  Why  that  if  (he  lik'd  me,  as  well 
as  I  lik'd  her,  we  might,  perhaps,  if  you 
lik'd  it  too,  be  married  together. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Oh  !  Sir !  if  that  was  in4eed 
your  Drift,  I  am  fatisfy'd.  But  don't  in- 
dulge your  Wi(h  too  much  ;  there  are  nu- 
merous Obftacles  -,  your  Father's  Confent, 
the  Law  of  the  Land, 

Buck-  What  Laws  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  All  clandefline  Marriages  are 
void  in  this  Country, 

Buck. 
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Buck.  Damn  the  Country :  In  London 
now,  a  Footman  may  drive  to  Hay-Fair, 
and  in  five  Minutes  be  t-.ck'd  to  a  Count: is  -. 
but  there's  no  Liberty  lie;  e. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Some  inconfiderate  Couples 
have  indeed  gone  oft"  Pod  to  P.  :t 

States ;  but  I  hope  my  Ward  will  have  more 
Prudence. 

Buck.  Well,  well,  I  avo  that  to  me.  D'ye 
think  (he  likes  :-e  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  Why,  to  deal  candidly  with 
you,  ihe  Joes. 

Buck.  Does  me,  by 

Mrs.  Sub.  Calm  your  Tranfports. 

Buck.  Well  !  But  how  ?  She  did  not,  did 
fhe  !  Hey  !  Come  now,  tell  — 

Mrs  Sub.  I  hear  her  coming  ;  this  As  her 
Hour  for  Mufic  and  Dancing. 

Buck.   Could  I  not  have  a  Peep  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  Withdraw  to  this  Corner. 

Enter  Lucinda,  with  Singing  and  Dancing- 
Ma/iers. 

Luc.  The  News,  the  News,  Monfieur 
Gamut ;  I  die,  if  I  have  not  the  firft  Intel- 
ligence !  What's  doing  at  Verfailles  ?  When 
goes  the  Court  to  Marli  ?  Does  Rameau 
write  the  next  Opera  ?  What  fay  the  Critics 
'tf  Voltaire's  DucdeFoix?  Anfwer  me  all 
in  a  Breath  ! 

Buck.  A  brave-fpirited  Girl  !•  She'll  take 
a  five-barr'd  Gate  in  a  Fortnight. 

Gam. 
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Gam.  The  Converfation  of  the  Court  your 
Ladyfhip  has  engrofs'd,  ever  fince  you  laft 
honour'd  it  with  your  Appearance. 

Luc.  Oh  !  you  Flatterer !  have  I !  Well 
and  what  frem  Victims  ?  But  'tis  impoffible; 
the  Sunfhine  of  a  northern  Beauty  is  too 
feeble  to  thaw  the  icy  Heart  of  a  French 
Courtier. 

Gam.  What  Injuftice  to  your  own  Charms 
and  our  Difcernment ! 

Luc.  Indeed  !  nay,  I  care  not ;  if  I  have 
Fire  enough  to  warm  one  Britijh  Bofom, 
rule !  rule  !  ye  Paris  Belles !  1  envy  not 
your  Conquefts. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Meaning  you. 
Buck.  Indeed  ! 
Mrs.  Sub-  Certain  i 
Buck.  Hum  I 

Luc.  But  come,  a  Truce  to  Gallantry, 
Gamut^  and  to  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Day: 
Oh  !  I  am  quite  enchanted  with  this  new 
inftrument;  'tis  fo  languifhing  and  fo  porta- 
ble, and  fo  foft  and  fo  fiily  :  But  come,  for 
your  laft  LefTon. 

Gam.   D'ye  like  the  Words  ? 
Luc.  Oh  !  Charming  !  They  are  fo  melt- 
ing, and  eafy,    and    elegant.      Now  for  a 
Coup  d'  EJJai. 

Gam.  Take  Care  of  your  Expreffion  j  let 
your  Eyes  and  Addrefs  accompany  the  Sound 
and  Sentiment. 

Luc.  But,  dear  Gamut,  if  I  am  out,  don't 
interrupt  me  j  correct  me  afterwards. 

Gam. 
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Gam.  Aliens,  commences, 

SONG. 
I. 

PAR  tin  matin  Lifettefe  leva, 
Et  dans  un  boisjeulette  s'en  alia. 

Ta,  la,  la,  5ccJ 

II. 

Elk  cbercboit  des  nids  de  $a  de  la, 
Dans  un  buijfon  le  Roffignol  chant  a. 

'  Ta,  la,  la,  &c. 

III. 

Tto  doucemenf  elk  s'en  approcha, 
Savez  vous  bien,  ce  qu'elle  denicha. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

IV. 

C'etoit  I*  Amour,  I' Amour  I'attendott  la, 
Le  bel  Oifeau  dit  elle  que  voila. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

V. 

La  pauvre  enfant  le  pritt  le  carefla> 
Sousfon  mouchoir  en  riant  le  plaga. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

VI. 

Son  petit  caur  auffitot  s'er.famay 
Elle  gemit,  et  nefcait  ce  quelle  a. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

VJL 
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VII. 

Elle  s'en  vafe  plaindre  a  fon  Papa, 
En  lui  parlant  la  belle  foupira. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

VIII. 

Le  bon  Papa  qui  s'en  doutoit  deja, 
Lui  ditjef$ais  un  remede  a  cela. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

IX. 

11  prit  I*  Amour  i  les  ailes  lui  coupa, 
D'un  double  noeud  fertement  k  Ha. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

X. 

Dans  la  vollere  auffitot  I'enferma, 
Chantez  Fripon  autant  qu'il  voits  plalra. 

Ta,  la,  hu 

XL 

Heureufement  la  belle  s'en  tira, 
Mais  on  n'a  pas  ton jours  ce  fecret  la. 

,     Ta,la,la. 

XII. 

Jeune  btaute  que  F  Amour  guetera, 
Craignez  le  tour  qu'  a  Lijfette  iljoua. 

Ta,  la,  la* 
> 

Gam.  Bravo  !  Bravo  ! 
Buck.  Bravo!  Braviffimo !  My  Lady,  what 
Was  the  Song  about  ?       [Afide  to  my  Lady. 
Mrs.  Sub.  Love :  'Tis  her  own  competing. 

Buck. 
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Buck.  What,  does  (he  make  Verfes  then  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  Finely.  I  take  you  to  be  the 
Subject  of  thefe. 

Buck.  Ah !  D'ye  think  fo  ?  Gad  1  I 
thought  by  her  ogling  'twas  the  Mufic-man 
himfclf. 

Luc.  Well,  Mr.  Gamut ;  tolerably  well, 
for  fo  young  a  Scholar. 

Gam.  Inimitably,  Madam  !  Your  Lady- 
{hip's  Progrefs  will  undoubtedly  fix  my  For- 
tune. 

Enter  Servant. 

Luc.  Your  Servant,  Sir. 
Ser.  Madam,  your  Dancing-Mafter,  Mon- 
fieur  Kitteau. 
Luc.  Admit  him. 

Enter  Kitteau. 

Monfieur  Kitteau,  I  can't  poffibly  take  Lef- 
fon  this  Morning,  I  am  fo  bufy  -,  but  if  you 
pleafe,  I'll  juft  hobble  over  a  Minuet  by 
way  of  Exercife. 

Enter  a  Servant,     [After  the  Dance, 

Serv.  Monlieur  le  Marquis  de 

Luc.  Admit  him  this  Inftant. 

Mrs.  Sub.  A  Lover  oiLucinda,  a  French- 
man of  Famion,  and  vaft  Fortune. 

Buck.  Never  heed ;  I'll  foon  do  his  Bufi- 
nefs,  I'll  warrant  you. 

Enter 
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Enter  Marquis. 

Luc.  My  dear  Marquis ! 

Marq.  Ma  chere  adorable!  'Tis  an  Agfc 
fince  I  faw  you. 

Luc.  Oh  !  An  Eternity !  But  'tis  your  own 
Fault,  though. 

Marq.  My  Misfortune,  maPrinceffe  !  But 
now  I'll  redeem  my  Error,  and  root  for  ever 
here. 

Buck.  I  fhall  make  a  Shift  to  traofplant 
you,  I  believe. 

Luc.  You  can't  conceive  how  your  Ab- 
fence  has  diftrefs'd  me.  Demand  of  thefe  Gen- 
tlemen the  melancholy  Mood  of  my  Mind. 

Marq.  But  now  that  I  am  arriv'd,  we'll 
dance  and  ling,  and  drive  care  to  the — Ha! 
Monfieur  Kitteau!  have  you  pracl:is'd  this 
Morning  ? 

Luc.  I  had  juft  given  my  Hand  to  Kit- 
teau before  you  came. 

Marq.  I  was  in  Hopes  that  Honour  would 
have  been  referved  for  me.  May  I  flatter 
myfelf  that  your  Lady  (hip  will  do  me  the  Ho- 
nour of  venturing  upon  the  Fatigue  of  ano- 
ther Minuet  this  Morning  with  me  ? 

Enter  Buck  brijkly.      "Tah's  her  Hand. 

Buck.  Not  that  you  know  of,  Monfieur. 
Marq.  Hey!  D  table  I  $ucileBete! 
Buck.  Harkee,   Monfieur  Ragout,   if  you 
repeat   that  word  Bete,  I  mall  make  yoi* 
C  fwallovr 
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(wallow  it  again,  as  I  did  laft  Night  one  of 
your  Countrymen. 

Marq.  Quel  Sauvage  ! 

Buck.  And  another  Word;  as  I  know 
you  can  fpeak  very  good  Englifh,  if  you 
will :  When  you  don't,  I  (hall  take  it  for 
granted  you're  abufmg  me,  and  treat  you 
accordingly. 

Marq.  Cavalier  enough !  But  you  are  pro- 
teded  here.  Madamoifelle,  who  is  this  offi- 
cious Gentleman  ?  How  comes  he  inte- 
refted  ?  Some  Relation,  I  fuppofe  ! 

Buck.  No ;  I'm  a  Lover. 

Marq.  Oh!  oh!  a  Rival!  Eh  Morbleu ! 
a  dangerous  one  too.  Ha!  ha!  Well, 
Monfieur,  what,  and  I  fuppofe  you  pre- 
fume  to  give  Laws  to  this  Lady;  and  are 
determin'd,  out  of  your  very  great  and  fm- 
gular  Affection,  to  knock  down  every  Mor- 
tal* (he  likes,  A-l*~mode  d  Angleterr  e  ~,  Hey! 
>  Monfieur  Roaft-Beef! 

Buck.  No;  but  I  intend  that  Lady  for 
my  Wife;  confider  her  as  fuch,  and  don't 
chufe  to  have  her  foil'd  by  the  impertinent 
Addreffes  of  every  French  Fop,  A-la-mode 
de  Pans,  Mounfieur  Fricaffy ! 

Marq.  Fricafly! 

Buck.  We. 

Luc.  A  Truce ;  a  Truce,  I  befeech  you, 
Gentlemen:  It  fcems  I  am  the  golden  Prize 
for  which  you  plead ;  produce  your  Preten- 
(ions ;  you  are  the  Repreientatives  of  your 

refpediv 
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refpe&rve  Countries:  Begin,  Marquis,  for 
the  Honour  of  France ;  let  me  hear  what 
Advantages  I  am  to  derive  from  a  conjugal 
Union  with  you. 

Marq.  Abstracted  from  thofe  which  I 
think  are  pretty  vifible;  a  perpetual  Refi- 
dence  in  this  Paradife  of  Pleasures ;  to  be  the 
Object  of  univerfal  Adoration ;  to  fay  what 
you  pleafe,  go  where  you  will,  do  what  you 
like,  form  Fafhions,  hate  your  Hufband, 
and  let*  him  fee  it;  indulge  your  Gallant, 
and  let  t'other  know  it ;  run  in  Debt,  and 
oblige  the  poor  Devil  to  pay  it.  He  !  ma 
Chere  !  There  are  Pleafures  for  you! 

Luc.  Bravo  !  Marquis !  Thefe  are  Allure- 
ments for  a  Woman  of  Spirit.  But  don't  let 
•us  conclude  too  haftily  j  hear  the  other  Side : 
What  have  you  to  offer,  Mr.  Buck,  in  Fa- 
vour of  England? 

Buck.  Why,  Madam,  for  a  Woman  of 
Spirit,  they  give  you  the  fame  Advantages  in 
London' zs  at  Paris,  with  a  Privilege  forgot 
by  the  Marquis,  an  indifputable  Right  to 
cheat  at  Cards  in  Spite  of  Detection. 

Marq.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  we  have  the  fame  j 
but  I  thought  this  Privilege  fo  known  and 
univerfal,  that  'twas  needlefs  to  mention  it. 

Buck.  You'll  give  up  nothing,  I  find  ;  but 
to  tell  you  my  blunt  Thoughts,  in  a  Word, 
if  any  Woman  can  be  fo  abandon'd,  as  to- 
rank  amongft  the  Comforts  of  Matrimony, 
the  Privilege  of  hating  her  Hufband,  and  the 
C  2  Liberty 
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Liberty  of  committing  every  Folly  and  every 
Vice  contained  in  your  Catalogue,  (he  may 
ftay  fmgle  for  me ;  for  damn  me,  if  I'm  a 
Huiband  fit  for  her  Humour  j  that's  all. 

Marq.  I  told  you,  Madamoifelle  ! 

Luc.  But  ftay,  what  have  you  to  offer  as 
Counterbalance  tor  thefe  Pleafures  ? 

Buck.  Why,  I  have,  Madam,  Courage  to 
protect  you,  Good- nature  to  indulge  your 
Love,  and  Health  enough  to  make  Gallants 
ufelefs,  and  too  good  a  Fortune  to.  render 
running  in  Debt  neceflary.  Find  that  here 
if  you  can. 

Marq\  Bagatelle  ! 

Luc.  Spoke  with  the  Sincerity  of  a 
Briton  j  and  as  I  don't  perceive  that  I  fhall 
have  any  Ufe  for  the  fafhionable  Liberties 
you  propofe,  you'll  pardon,  Marquis,  my  na- 
tional Prejudice  ;  here's  my  hand,  Mr.  Buck. 

Buck.  Servant,  Monfieur. 

Marq.  Scrviteur ! 

Buck.  No  Offence  ! 

Marq.  Not  in  the  Icaft ;  I  am  only  afraid 
the  Reputation  of  that  Lady's  Tafte  will  fuf- 
fer  a  little  j  and  to  fhew  her  at  once  the  Dif- 
ference of  her  Choice,  the  Preference,  which, 
if  beftowed  on  me,  would  not  fail  to  exaf- 
perate  you,  I  iupport  without  murmuring} 
Ib  t!iat  Favour,  which  would  probably  have 
provok'd  my  Fate,  is  now  your  Protection. 
Voilaia  polite]]*  Francoifey  Madam  ;  I  have 

the 
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the  Honour  to  be Bon  Jour,  Monfieitr. 

Tol  dc  rol.  [Exit  Marq. 

Buck.  The  Fellow  bears  it  well.  Now  if 
you'll  give  me  your  Hand,  we'll  in,  and  let- 
tie  Matters  with  Mr.  Subtle. 

Luc.   'Tis  now  my  Duty  to  obey. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Roger,  peeping  about. 

Rog.  The  Coaft  is  clear ;  Sir,  Sir,  you 
may  come  in  now,  Matter  ClaJJic. 

. 

Enter  Mr.  Claffic  and  the  Father.  ; 

' 

Claff.  Roger,  watch  at  the  Door.  I  wifli, 
Sir  John,  I  could  give  you  a  more  chearful 
Welcome,  but  we  have  no  time  to  lofe  in 
Ceremony ;  you  are  arrived  in  the  critical 
Minute  j  two  Hours  more  would  have  plac'd 
the  inconsiderate  Couple  out  of  the  Reach 
of  Purfuit. 

Father.  How  can  I  acknowledge  your 
Kindnefs  ?  You  have  preferv'd  my  Son  ;  you 
have  fav'd 

Claff.  I  have  done  my  Duty;  but  of 
that- 

Rog.  Maifter  and  the  young  Woman's 
coming. 

C  3  Claf 
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Clafj.  Sir  Jobn>  place  yourfelf  here,  and 
be  a  Witnefs  how  near  a  Crifis  is  the  Fate  of 
your  Family. 

Enter  Buck  and  Lucinda. 

Buck.  Pfhaw!  What  fignifies  her?  'Tis 
odds  whether  (he'd  confent,  from  the  Fear 
of  my  Father.  Befides,  (he  told  me,  we 
could  never  be  married  here ;  and  fo  pack  up 
a  few  Things,  and  we'll  off  in  a  Pofl-Chaife 
dire<%. 

Luc .  Stay,  Mr.  Buck,  let  me  have  a  Mo- 
ment's Reflection. What  am  I  about! 

Contriving  in  concert  with  the  moft  profli- 
gate Couple  that  ever  difgrac'd  human  Na- 
ture, to  impofe  an  indigent  Orphan  on  the 
fole  Reprefentative  of  a  wealthy  and  ho- 
norable Family  !  Is  this  a  Character  becom- 
ing my  Birth  and  Education  ?  What  muft 
be  the  Confequence  ?  Sure  Detection  and 
Contempt,  Contempt  even  from  him,  when 
his  Paflions  cool.- — I  have  refolv'd,  Sir. 

Buck.  Madam. 

Lite.  As  the  Expedition  we  are  upon  the 
Point  of  taking  is  to  be  a  lafting  one,  we 
ought  not  to  be  over-hafty  in  our  Refolu- 
tion. 

Buck.  Prtiaw!  Stuff!  When  a  Thing's 
refolv'd,  the  fooner  'tis  over  the  better. 

Lm\  But  before  it  is  abfolutely  refolv'd, 

give 
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give  me  Leave  to  beg  an  Anfwer  to  two 
Queftions. 

Buck.  Make  Hafte  then. 

Luc.  What  are  your  Thoughts  of  me  ? 

Buck.  Thoughts  !  Nay,  I  don't  know  j 
why  that  you  are  a  fenfible,  civil,  hand  Come, 
handy  Girl,  and  will  make  a  devilifli  good 
Wife.  That's  all  I  think. 

Luc.  But  of  my  Rank  and  Fortune  ? 

Buck.  Mr.  Subtle  fays  they  are  both  great ; 
bu.  that's  no  Bufinefs  of  mine,  I  was  always 
determin'd  to  marry  for  Love. 

Luc.  Generoufly  faid  !  My  Birth,  I  be- 
lieve, won't  difgrace  you  ;  but  for  my  For- 
tune, your  Friend,  Mr.  Subtle,  I  fear,  has 
anticipated  you  there. 

Buck.  Much  Good  may  it  do  him  j  I  have 
enough  for  both.  But  we  lofe  Time,  and 
may  be  prevented. 

Luc.  By  whom? 

Buck.  By  Domine ;  or  perhaps  Father  may 
come. 

Luc.  Your  Father! — You  think  he  would 
prevent  you  then. 

Buck.  Perhaps  he  would. 

Luc.  And  why  ? 

Buck.  Nay,  I  don't  know ;  but  pfhaw  ! 
Jzooks !  this  is  like  faying  one's  Cate- 
chife. 

£,uc.  But  don't  you  think  your  Father's 
Confentneceflary? 

C  4  Buck. 

*•  9 
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Buck.  No !  Why  'tis  I  am  to  be  married, 
and  not  he.  But  come  along,  old  Fellows 
love  to  be  obftinate  ;  but  Ecod  I  am  as 
mulifh  as  he  ;  and  to  tell  you  the  Truth,  if 
he  had  propos'd  me  a  Wife,  that  would  have 
been  Reafon  enough  to  make  me  diilike  her  ; 
and  I  don't  think  1  mould  be  half  fo  hot 
about  marrying  you,  only  I  thought  'twould 
plague  the  old  Fellow  damnably.  So,  my 
pretty  Partner,  come  along  j  let's  have  no 
more 

Enter  Father  and  Claffic. 

Path.  Sir,  I  am  oblig'd  to  you  for  this 
Declaration,  as  to  it  I  owe  the  entire  Sub- 
jeclion  of  that  paternal  Weaknefs  which  has 
hitherto  fufpended  the  Correction  your  aban- 
don'd  Libertinifm  has  long  provok'd.  You 
have  forgot  the  Duty  you  owe  a  Father, 
difclaim'd  my  Protection,  cancell'd  the  na- 
tural Covenant  between  us ;  'tis  Time  I 
now  fhould  give  you  up  to  the  Guidance 
of  your  own  guilty  Paflions,  and  treat  you 
as  a  Stranger  to  my  Blood  for  ever. 

Buck.  I  told  you  what  would  happen,  if 
he  (hould  come;  but  you  may  thank  your- 
ielf. 

Path.  Equally  weak  as  wicked,  the  Dupe 
of  a  raw,  giddy  Girl.  But  proceed,  Sir  ; 
you  have  nothing  farther  to  fear  from  me  -} 

compleat 
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compleat  your  project,  and  add  her  Ruin  to 
your  own. 

Buck.  Sir,  as  to  me,  you  may  fay  what 
you  pleafe ;  but  for  the  young  Woman,  (he 
does  not  deferve  it ;  but  now  {he  wanted 
me  to  get  your  content,  and  told  me  that 
fhe  had  never  a  Penny  of  Portion  into  the 
Bargain. 

Path.  A  ftale,  obvious  Artifice !  She 
knew  the  Difcovery  of  the  Fraud  muft  fol- 
low clofe  on  your  inconfiderate  Marriage, 
and  would  then  plead  the  Merits  of  her 
prior  candid  Difcovery.  The  Lady,  doubt- 
lefs,  Sir,  has  other  Secrets  to  difclofe ;  but, 
as  her  Cunning  reveal'd  the  firft,  her  Policy 
will  preferve  the  reft. 

Luc.  What  Secrets  ? 

Buck.  Be  quiet,  I  tell  you;  let  him 
alone,  and  he'll  cool  of  himfelf  by  and 
by. 

Luc.  Sir,  I  am  yet  the  Protectrefs  of  my 
own  Honour ;  in  Juftice  to  that,  I  muft 
demand  an  Explanation.  What  Secrets, 
Sir! 

.  Fath.  Oh  !  Perhaps  a  thoufand  !  But  I 
am  to  blame  to  call  them  Secrets ;  ^the 
Cuftoms  of  this  gay  Country  give  Sanction, 
and  ftamp  Merit  upon  Vice;  and  Vanity 
will  here  proclaim  what  Modefty  would  elfe- 
where  blufh  to  whifper. 

Luc. 
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Luc.  Modefty! — You  fufpeft  my. Virtue 
then! 

Fatb.  You  are  a  Lady;  but  the  Fears  of  a 
Father  may  be  permitted  to  negleft  a  little 
your  Plan  of  Politenefs :  Therefore  to  be 
plain  5  from  your  Refidence  in  this  Houfe, 
from  your  Connection  with  thefe  People,  and 
from  the  Scheme  which  my  Pretence  hafi 

interrupted,  I  have  Sufpicions of  what 

Nature,  afk  yourfelf. 

Luc .  Sir,  you  have  Reafon,  Appearances 
arc  againft  me,  I  confefs,  but  when  you  have 
heard  my  melancholy  Story,  you'll  own  you 
have  wrong'd  me,  and  learn  to  pity  net 
whom  now  you  hate. 

Fatb.  Madam,  you  mifemploy  yourTime; 
there  tell  your  Story,  there  it  will  be  be- 
liev'd  j  I  am  too  knowing  in  the  Wiles  of 
Women,  to  be  foften'd  by  a  Syren  Tear,  or 
impos'd  on  by  an  artful  Tale. 

Luc.  But  hear  me,  Sir,  on  my  Knee,  I 
beg  it,  nay  I  demand  it;  you  have  wrong'd 
me,  and  muft  do  me  Juftice. 

ClaJJ'.  I  am  fure,  Madam,  Sir  John  will 
be  glad  to  find  his  Fears  are  falfe,  but  you 
can't  blame  him. 

Luc.  I  don't,  Sir,  and  I  (hall  but  little 
trefpafs  on  his  patience.  When  you  know, 
Sir,  that  I  am  the  Orphan  of  an  honourable 
and  once  wealthy  Family,  whom  her  Fa- 
ther, 
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ther,mifguided  by  perniciousPolitics,brought 
with  him,  in  her  earlieft  Infancy,  to  France, 
that  dying  here,  he  bequeath'd  me,  with  the 
poor  Remnant  of  our  matter'd  Fortune,  to 
the  Direction  of  this  rapacious  Pair  -,  I  am, 
fare  you'll  tremble  for  me. 

Fatb.  Go  on ! 

Luc .  But  when  you  know  that  plunder'd 
of  the  little  fortune  left  me,  I  was  relu&ant- 
ly  compell'd  to  aid  this  Plot  •,  forced  to  com- 
ply under  the  Penalty  of  deepeft  Want ; 
without  one  hofpitable  Roof  to  flicker  me, 
without  one  Friend  to  comfort  or  relieve 
me  ;  you  muft,  you  can't  but  pity  me. 

Fatb.  Proceed ! 

Luc .  To  this  when  you  are  told,  that, 
previous  to  your  Coming,  I  had  determined 
never  to  wed  your  Son,  at  leall  without  your 
Knowledge  and  Confent,  I  hope  your  Juf- 
tice  then  will  credit  and  acquit  me. 

Fatb.  Madam,  your  Talc  is  plaufible  and 
moving;  I  hope  'tis  true  ;  here  come  the  Ex- 
plainers of  this  Riddle. 


Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Subtle. 

Mr.  Sub.    Buck's  Father ! 

Fatb. 
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Path.  I'll  take  fome  other  Time,  Sir,  to 
thank  you  for  the  laft  Proofs  of  your  Friend- 
fhip  to  my  Family  ;  in  the  mean  Time,  be 
fo  candid  as  to  inftrucl:  us  in  the  Knowledge 
of  this  Lady,  whom,  it  feemsy  you  have 
chofen  for  the  Partner  of  my  Son. 

Mr.  Sub.  Mr.  Buck's  Partner 1  chofe 

„ j j 

Path.  No  Equivocation  or  Referve  ;  your 
Plot's  reveal'd,  known  to  the  Bottom  j  who 
is  the  Lady  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  Lady,  Sir,-— the  Lady's  a  Gen- 
tlewoman, Sir. 

Path.  By  what  Means  ? 
Mr.  Sub.  By  her  Father  and  Mother. 

Path.   Who  were  they,  Sir?. 

Mr.  Sub.  Her  Mother  was  of I  for- 
get her  Maiden  Name. 

Path.  You  han't  forgot  her  Father's  ? 

•Mr.  Sub.  No  !  No !  No  ! 

Path.  Tell  it  then. 

Mr.  Sub.   She  has  told  it  you,  I  fuppofe. 

Path.  No  Matter,  I  jnuft  have  it,Sir,  from 
you  -,  here's  fome  Myftery. 

Mr.  Sub.  'Twas  Worthy. 

Path.  Not  the  Daughter  of  Sir  Gilbert. 

Mr   Sub.   You  have  it. 

Path.  My  poor  Girl  [  I  indeed  have 
wrong'd,  but  will  redrefs  you;  and  pray,  Sir, 
after  the  many  preffing  Letters  you  received 

from 
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from  me,  how  came  this  Truth  concealed  ? 
but  I  guefs  your  Motive.  Dry  up  yourTears, 
Luanda,  at  laft  you  have  found  a  Father. 
Hence  ye  degenerate, ye  abandon'dWretches, 
who,  abufing  the  Confidence  of  your  Coun- 
try, unite  to  plunder  thofe  ye  promife  to 
protect. 

Luc.  Am  I  then  juftified  ? 

Path.  You  are,  your  Father  was  my  firft 
and  firmeft  Friend  j  I  mourn'd  his  Lofs  j  and 
long  have  fought  for  thee  in  vain,  Lu- 
cinda. 

Buck.  Pray  han't  I  fome  Merit  in  finding 
her  ?  She's  mine  by  the  Cuflom  of  the  Ma- 
nor. 

Path.  Yours — Firft  ftudy  to  deferve  her ; 
flic's  mine,  Sir,  I  have  juft  redeem'd  this  va- 
luable Treafure  ;  and  {hall  not  truft  it  in  a 
Spendthrift's  Hands. 

Buck.  What  would  you  have  me  do, 
Sir? 

Path.  Difclaim  the  Partners  of  your 
Riot,  polifh  your  Manners,  reform  your 
Pleafures,  and,  before  you  think  ot  go- 
verning Others,  learn  to  diredt  yourfelf. 
And  now,  my  beauteous  Ward,  we'll  for 
the  Land  where  firft  you  faw  the  Light, 
and  there  endeavour  to  forget  the  long, 
long  Bondage  you  have  fufter'd  here.  I 
fuppofe,  Sir,  we  (hall  have  no  Difficulty 

in 
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in  perfuading  you  to  accompany  us ;  it  is 
not  in  France  I  am  to  hope  for  your  Re- 
formation. I  have  now  learn'd,  that  he 
who  tranfports  a  profligate  Son  to  Paris, 
by  Way  of  mending  his  Manners,  only  adds 
the  Vices  and  Follies  of  that  Country  to  thofe 
of  his  own. 


F    I    N    I    S. 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mifs  MACKMN. 


TfSCAPED  f>om  my  Guardian";  tyrannical  Swty> 

By  a  fortunate  Voyage  on  a  prosperous  Day9 
1  am  landed  in  England,  and  now  muft  endeavour^ 
By  fame  Means  or  other ,  to  curry  your  Favour. 

Of  what  life  to  be  freed  from  a  Gallic  SubjeZion, 
Unlefs  Vmfecure  of  a  Britifh  Protection  ? 
Without  Cajh> — but  one  Friend— -and  he  too.j*fl  made, 
Egad  I've  a  Mind  tofet  up  fame  Trade. 
Of  what  Sort  !    in  the  Papers  fllpublijh  a  Puff" 
Which  won't  fail  to  procure  me  Cujiom  enough  : 
"  That  a  Lady  from  Paris  is  lately  arrived, 
"  Who  with  exquifite  Art  has  nicely  contrived 
'«  The  beft  Paint  for  the  Fitted—the  bejl  Pafiefor  theHandsy 
<l  A  Water  for  Freckles,  for  Flujhings,   and  Tans. 
««  She  can  teach  you  the  melisr  Coeffeurefor  the  Head, 
c<  To  Hfp— amble— and  Jimper— and  put  on  the  Red  \ 
<c  To  rival,  to  rally,  to  backbite,  andjneer, 
"  Urn — no  ;  that  they  already  know  pretty  well  hers. 

«*  The  Btauxjhe  injlrufls  to  bow  with  a  Grace > 
"  The  happiefl  Shrug,— the  newejl  Grimace  ; 
<*  To  parler  Francois,—- -fib,  flatter,  and  dance, 
««  jyhich  is  very  near  all  that  they  teach  ye  in  France. 

<l  Not  a  Buck,  nor  a  Blood,  through  the  whole  EnglHh 

««  Nation, 

«  But  his  Roughnefs  Jhe'llfoften,  his  Figure  Jbi II fa/biox. 
««  The  mere/i  John  Trot  in  a  Wee*  you  Jhall  zee. 
"  Bieu  poll,  bien  frize,  tout  a  fait  un  Marquis." 

IVbat 
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ffhat  d'ye  think  of  my  Plan,  is  itform'd  to  your  Gout  ? 
May  I  hope  for  Difciples  in  any  of  you  ? 
Shall  I  tell  you  my  Thoughts,  without  Guile ,  without  Art* 
Though  abroad  I've  been  bred,  I  have  Britain  at  Heart. 
Then  take  this  Advice,  which  1  give  for  her  Sake, 
You1  II  gain  nothing  by  any  Exchange  you  can  make  ; 
In  a  Country  of  Commerce,  too  great  the  Expence, 
Far  tkeir  Baubles  and  Bows,  to  ghfyour  good  Senfe. 
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P     R     O     L     O     G.    U     E, 

SPOKEN 

By    Mr.    F  O  O  T  E. 

\JF  ail  the   PaJJlons    that  pojjefs   Mankind, 
The  Love  of  Novelty  rules  mcjt  the  Mind, 
In  Search  of  this,  from  Realm  to  Realm  ive  roam, 
Our  Fleets  come  fraught  *witb  e<very  Foliy  home. 
From  Lybias  Defarts  h'>ftile  Brutes  advance. 
And  dancing  Dogs  in  Droves  Jkip  here  from  France, 
From  Latian  Lands  Gigantic  Forms  appear, 
Striking  our  Britijh  Breajls  with  Awe  and  Fea  •, 

Ai    once  the  Lilliputians Gulliver, 

Hot  only  Qbjecls  that  ajfecl  the  Sight, 

In  foreign    Arts   and  Ar lifts  we  dt light, 

Near  to  that  Spot  where  Charles  btjindes  a  Horfe, 

In  humble  Prvfe  the  Place  is  'Charir'g  Crofs ; 

Clofe  by  the  Margin  of  a  Kennel's  Side, 

A  dirty  difmal  Entry  optni  wide, 

There,  with  hoarfe  Voice,  checked  Shirt  and  ca'loui  Hand, 

Duff's  Indian  Engli/h  Trader  takes  bis  Stand, 

Surveys  each  Pajj'enger  with  curious  Eyes, 

And  ruftic  Roger  falls   an    eafy    Prize, 

Here's  China  Porcelaine  that  Che  Iff  a  yields, 

And  India  Handkerchiefs  from  Spilt  elf  fids. 


With 


With  Turkey  Carpets  that  from  Wilton  came, 

AndSpanijh  Tucks  and  Blades  from  Bermingham. 

FacJors  are  forced  to  favour  this  Deceit, 

And  Englijh  Goods  are  fmuggled  through  the  Street.  \ 

The  rude  to  polijh,  and  the  Fair  to  phafe, 

The  Hero  of  to  Night  has  crofs'd  the  Seas, 

Tho*  to  be  born  a  Briton  be  his  Crime , 

He's  manufactured  in  another  Clime. 

Tis  Buck  begs  leave  once  more  to  come  before  yet 
The  little  Subjetl  of  a  former  Story, 
How  changed,  haw  fajhion'd,  whether  Brute  or  Beau, 
We  trufi  the  following  Seines  will  fully  Jbew. 


3Tis  ours  Jtill  to  ftn  and  yours  to  /aw. 


E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  MRS.  BELLAMY. 


the  Arts  to  make  a  Piece  go  down, 
And  fix  the  fickle  Favour  of  the  Town, 
An  Epilogue  is  deemd  thefureft  Way 
To  atone  for  all  the  Errors  of  the  Play  : 
? bus,  when  pathetic  Strains  have  made  you  cry, 
In  trips  the  Comic  Mufe,  and  wipes  your  Eye. 
With  equal  Reajon,    iuhtn  Jhe  has  made  you  laugh , 
Melpomene  Jhould  fend  you  fniviling  off": 
But  our  Bard,    unequal  to  the   Tajk, 
Rejetts  the  Dagger,   and  retains  the  Ma/que  : 
Fain  would  he  fend  you  chearful  home  To-night, 
And  barmlefs   Mirth  by  bonejt  Means  excite ; 
Scorning  with  lufcious  Phrafe  or  double  Senfe, 
To  raife  a  Laughter  at  the  fair's  Expence. 

What  Method  Jhall  we  choofe  your  Tafte  to  hit  ?  *\ 

Will  no  one  lend  our  Bard  a  little  Wit  ?  C, 

Thank  ye  kind  Souls,  I'll  take  it  from  the  Pit.  \ 

The  Piece  concluded,  and  the  Curtain  down, 
Up  ftarts  that  fatal  Phalanx,  call'd  The  Town  : 
In  full  djjembly  weigh  our  Author's  Fute, 
And  Surly  thus  commences  the  Debate: 
Pray,  among  Friends,  does  not  this  poifoning  Scene 
The  f acred  Rights   of  Tragedy  propbane? 
If  Farce  may  mimic  thus  her  awful  Bowl : 
Oh  fie,   all  wrong,  jlark  naught,   upon  my  Soul! 

Then 


*Then  Buck  cries,  Billy,  can  it  be  in  Nature? 
Not  the  haft  Likenejs.  in  a  Jingle  Feature. 
My  Lord,  Lord  love  him,  'tis  a  precious  Piece; 
Let's  come  on  Friday  Night  and  have  a  Hifs, 
To  this  a  Peruqtiier  aj/ents  with  Joy, 
Parcequ'il  afFronte  les  Francis,  oui,  ma  foi. 
In  fuck  DrjJrefs  what  can  the  Poet  do  ? 
Where  feek  for  Shelter  when  tb-fe  Foes  purfue  ? 
He  dares  demand  Protection,   Sirs,  from  you. 


\ 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

At    COVENT-GARDEN. 


BUCK 

Mr.  Fcote. 

CRAB 

Mr.  Sparks. 

LORD  JOHN 

Mr.  White. 

MACRUTHEN 

Mr.  Skuter. 

RACKET 

Mr.  Cttfiin. 

TALLYHOE 

Mr.  Cofiollo. 

LATITAT 

Mr.  Dunftall. 

SURGEON 

Mr.  Wignel. 

LUCINDA 

Mrs.  Bellamy. 

La  Jonquil,  Le  Loire,  Eearnois^  and  Servants. 


A    C    T      I. 

CRAB  difiovered  reading. 
N  D   /   do    con/litute  my  very  good 
Friend,  Giles  Crab,  frfa  c/'St. Martin's 
in    the   Fields,   Fxecutor   to  this  my 
Will  j  and  do  appoint  him  Guardian  to 
my  Ward  Lucinda ;  and  dofubmit  to  his  Direttion^ 
the  Management  of  all  my  Affairs,   till  the  Re- 
turn  of  my   Son  from  his  Travels ;  whom  I  do 
intreat  my  faid  Executor  in  Confideratiw  of  our 
ancient  Friend/hi ft  toadvife*  tocounfel,  &c.  &c. 

* JOHN  BUCK. 

A  good,  pretty  Legacy!  Let's  fee;  I  find  my- 
felf  Heir,  by  this  generous  Devife  of  my  very 
good  Friend,  to  ten  Actions  at  Common  Law, 
nine  Suits  in  Chancery,  the  Conduct  of  a  Boy, 
bred  a  Booby  at  Home,  and  finished  a  Fop 
abroad  ;  together  with  the  Direction  of  a  mar- 
riageable, and,  therefore,  an  unmanageable 
Wench  j  and  all  this  to  an  old  Fellow  of  Sixty 
fix,  who  heartily  hates  Bus'neis,  is  tired  of  the 
World,  and  defpifes  every  Thing  in  it.  Why 
how  the  Devil  came  I  to  merit—' — 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Mr.  La  fit  at  of  Staples  Inn. 
Crab.    So,  here  begin  my  Plagues.      Shew 
the  Hound  in. 

B 
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Enter  Latitat,  'with  a  Bag,  &c. 
Lat.  I  wou'd,  Mr.  Crab,  have  attended 
your  Summons  immediately,  but  I  was  ob- 
liged to  fign  Judgment  in  Error  at  the  Com- 
mon Pleas  j  fue  out  of  the  Exchequer  a  Writ 
of  Que  minus,  and  furrender  in  Banco  Regis  the 
Defendant,  before  the  Return  of  the  Sci  fay  to 
difcharge  the  Bail. 

Crab.  Pr'ythee,  Man,  none  of  thy  unintel- 
ligible Law  Jargon  to  me ;  but  tell  me,  .in  the 
Language  of  common  Senie,  and  thy  Country, 
what  I  am  to  do. 

Lat.  Why,  Mr.  Crabt  as  you  are  already 
pofiefs'd  of  a  Probat,  and  Letters  of  Adminif- 
tration  de  Bonis,  are  granted,  you  may  fue,  or, 
be  fued;  I  .hold  it  found  Dcdtrine  for  no  Exe- 
cutor to  difcharge  Debts,  without  a  Receipt  upon 
Record:  This  can  be  obtained  by  no  Means, 
but  by  an  Action.  Now  Actions,  Sir,  are  of 
various  Kinds:  There  are  fpecial  Actions, 
Actions  on  the  Cafe,  or  dffump/it's;  Actions  of 
Trover,  Actions  of  Claujum  fregit,  Actions  of 
Battery,  Aft  ions  of 

Crab.  Hey,  the  Devil,  where's  the  Fellow 
running  now  ? — But  hark'ee,  Latitat,  why  I 
thought  all  our  Law  Proceedings  were  directed 
to  be  in  Engliflj. 

Lat.  True,  Mr.  Crab. 

Crab.  And  what  do  you  call  all  this  Stuff,  ha! 

Lat.  Englifi. 

Crab.  The  Devil  you  do. 

JLat.   Vernacular,    upon   my  Honour,   Mr. 

Crab. 
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Crab.     For,   as  Lord  Coke  defcribes   the  Com- 
mon Law,  to  be  the  Perfection— 

Crab.  So,  here's  a  frefli  Deluge  of  Imper* 
tinence.  A  Truce  to  thy  Authorities,  I  beg; 
and  as  I  find  it  will  be  impofftble  to  underftand 
thee  without  an  Interpreter,  if  you  will  meet  me 
at  Five,  at  Mr.  Briefs  Chambers,  why,  if  you 
have  any  thing  to  fay,  he  will  tranflate  it  for  me. 

Laf.  Mr.  Brief,  Sir,  and  tranflate,  Sir  ! — 
Sir  I  would  have  you  to  know  that  no  Pracli- 
tioner  in  Wejlminfter  Hall,  gives  clearer- — 

Crab.  Sir,  I  believe  itj  for  which  Reafon  I 
have  referred  you  to  a  Man  who  never  goes  into 
Wejlmlnjler  Hall 

Laf.  A  bad  Proof  of  his  Pra&ice,  Mr.  Crab. 

Crab.  A  good  one  of  his  Principles,  M  . 
Latitat. 

Laf.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  think  that  a 
Lawyer— 

Crab.  Zounds,  Sir,  I  never  thought  about 
a  Lawyer.  The  Law  is  an  oracular  Idol,  you 
are  the  explanatory  Minifters ;  nor  (hou'd  any 
of  my  own  private  concerns  have  made  me  bow 
to  your  beaftly  Baal.  I  had  rather  lofe  a  Caufe, 
than  conteft  it.  And  had  not  this  old,  doating 
Dunce,  Sir  John  Buck,  plagu'd  me  with  the 
Management  of  his  Money,  and  the  Care  of 
his  Booby  Boy,  Bedlam  fhou'd  fooner  have  had 
me,  than  the  Bar. 

Lat.    Bedlam,   the   Bar!   Since,   Sir,   I  am 

provok'd,   I    don't  know    what    your    Choice 

may  be,  or  what  your  Friends  may  choofe  for 

B  2  vou » 
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you;  I  wifh  I  was  your  procbain  Ami:  But 
I  am  under  feme  Doubts  as  to  the  Sanity  of  the 
Teftator,  otherwife  he  could  not  have  chofen 
for  his  Executor,  under  the  Sanction  of  the  Law, 
a  Perfon  who  defpifes  the  Law.  And  the  Law, 
give  me  Leave  to  tell  you,  Mr.  Crab,  is  the  Bul- 
wark, the  Fence,  the  Protection,  the  fine  qua 
-non,  the  non  plus  ultra 

Crab.     Mercy,  good  Six  and  Eight-pence. 

Lat.  The  Defence  and  .Offence,  the  by 
which,  and  the  whereby,  the  Statute  common 
and  cuftomary,  or  as  Plowden  claffically  and 
elegantly  exprefles  it,  'tis 

MGS  commune  vetus  mores,  Confulta  Sonatus, 

Hcec  tria  Jus  flatuunt  'Terra  Brit  anna  tibi. 

Crab.  Zounds,  Sir,  among  all  your  Laws, 
are  there  none  to  protedl  a  Man  in  his  own 
Houfe  ? 

Lat.  Sir,  a  Man's  Houfe  is  his  Caflellwn,  his 
Caftle  j  and  fo  tender  is  the  Law  of  any  In- 
fringement of  that  facred  Right,  that  any  At- 
tempt to  invade  it  by  Force,  Fraud,  or  Violence, 
clandeftinely,  or  Pi  &  Armist  is  not  only  deem'd 
felonius  but  burglarius.  Now,  Sir,  a  Burglary 
may  be  committed,  either  upon  the  Dwelling, 
or  the  Out-houfe. 

Crab.  O   laud  !  O  laud ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Your   Clerk,  Sir The  Parties,    he 

fays,  are  all  in  waiting  at  your  Chambers. 
Lat.  I  come.     I  will   but  juft    explain    to 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Crab^  the  Nature  of  a  Burglary,  as  it  has 
been  defcrib'd  by  a  late  Statute. 

Crab.  Zounds,    Sir,    I  have  not    the    leaft 
Curiofity. 

Lat.    Sir,    but    every    Gentleman     ftiou'd 
know 

Crab.  I  won't  know.    Befides,  your  Clients 

Lat.  O,  they  may  flay.     I  fha'nt  take  up  five 
Minutes,  Sir, A  Burglary 

Crab.  Not  an  Inftant. 

Lat.  By  the  Common  Law • — 

Crab.  I'll  not  hear  a  Word. 

Lat.  It  was  but  a  Claujlrium  Jregit. 

Crab.  Dear  Sir,  be  gone. 

Lat.  But  by  the  late  A&s  of  Par 

Crab.  Help,   you  Dog.      Zounds,    Sir,  get 
out  of  my  Houfe. 

Serv.   Your  Clients,  Sir 

Crab.  Pumhimout  [  the  Lawyer  talking  all 
the  while  ]  So,  ho!  Hark'ee  Rafcal,  if  you  fuf- 
fer  that  Fellow  to  enter  my  Doors  again,  I'll 
ftrip  and  difcard  you  the  very  Minute.  [Exi'f 
Serv.]  This  is  but  the  Beginning  of  my  Tor- 
ments. But  that  I  expert  the  young  Whelp 
from  abroad,  every  Inftant,  I'd  fly  for  it  myfelf, 
and  quit  the  Kingdom  at  once. 
Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  My    young  Matter's  travelling  Tutor, 
Sir,  juft  arrived. 

Crab.  Oh,  then  J  fuppofe,  the  Blockhead  of 

a  Baronet  is  clofe  at  his  Heels.      Show    him 

in.     This    Bear-leader,  I  reckon  now,    is   ei- 

B  ?  ther 


14        We    ENGLISHMAN 

ther  the  clumfey  Curate  of  the  Knight's  Parifh 
Church,  or  fome  needy  Highlander,  the  Out- 
cad  of  his  Country,  who,  with  the  Pride  of  a 
German  Baron,  the  Poverty  of  a  French  Mar- 
quis, the  Addrefs  of  a  Siuijs  Soldier,  and  the 
Learning  of  an  Academy  Ufher,  is  to  give  our 
Heir  apparent  Politenefs,  Tafte,  Literature j  a 
perfed  Knowledge  of  the  World,  and  of  himfelf. 
Enter  Macruthen, 

Mac,  Maifler  Crab,  I  arn  your  devoted 
Servant, 

Crab.  Oh,  a  Britijh  Child,  by  the  Mefs.— . 
Well,  where's  your  Charge  ? 

Mac.  O,  the  young  Baronet  is  o'the  Road. 
I  was  mighty  afraid  he  had  o'er  ta'en  mej  for  be- 
tween Canterbury  and  Rochefier,   I  was  ftopt, 
and  robb'd  by  a  High-way-man. 

Crab.  Robb'd!  what  the  Devil  cou'd  he  rob 
you  of? 

Mac.  In  gude  Troth,  not  a  mighty  Booty. 
Buchanans  Hiftory,  Lauder  againft  Melton,  and 
two  Pound  of  high-dry 'd  Glafcow. 

Crab.  A  good  travelling  Equipage.  Well, 
and  what's  become  of  your  Cub  ?  Where  have 
you  left  him? 

Mac.  Main  you  Sir  Charles  ?  I  left  him  at 
Calais,  with  another  young  Nobleman,  return^- 
ing  from  his  Travels.  But  why  caw  ye  him 
Cub,  Maifter  Crab  ?  In  gude  troth,  there's  a 
meeghty  Alteration. 

Crab.  Yes,  yes,  I  have  a  (hrewd  Guefs  at  his 
Improvements, 

Mac, 
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Mac.  He's  quite  a  Phenomenon. 

Crab,  Oh,  a  Comet,  1  dare  fwear,  but  not 
an  unufual  one,  at  Paris.  The  Faux-bourg 
of  St.  Gcrmains,  fwarms  with  fuch,  to  the  no 
fmall  Amulement  of  our  very  good  Friends, 
the  French. 

Mac.  Oh,  iheFrenc/j  were  mighty  fondof  him. 

Crab.  But  as  to  the  Language,  1  fuppofe,  he's 
a  perfect  Mafter  of  that. 

Mac.  He  can  caw  for  aught  that  he  need,  but 
he  is  na  quite  Maifter  of  the  Accent. 

Crab.  A  moft  aftonifhing  Progrefs! 

Mac.  Sufpend  your  Judgment  awhile,  and 
you'll  find  him  all  you  wi(h,  allowing  for  the 
Sallies  of  Juvenility;  and  muft  take  the  Vanity 
to  myfelf  of  being,  in  a  great  Meafure,  the 
Author. 

Crab.  Oh,  if  he  be  but  a  faithful  Copy  of 
the  admirable  Original,  he  muft  be  a  finifh'd 
Piece. 

Mac.  You  are  pleafed  to  Complement. 

Crab.  Not  a  whit.  Well,  and  what — I  fup- 
pofe you,  and  your — what's  your  Name — ? 

Mac.  Macruthen,  at  your  Service. 

Crab.  Macruthen  /  Hum !  You  and  your  Pupil 
agreed  very  well  ? 

Mac.  Perfectly.  The  young  Gentleman  is 
of  an  amiable  Difpofition. 

Crab.  Oh,  ay:  And  it  wou'd  be  wrong  to 
fowre  his  Temper.  You  knew  your  Duty  bet- 
ter, 1  hope,  than  to  contradict  him. 

Mac.  It  was  na  for  me,  Maifter  Crab. 

Crab. 
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Crab.  Oh,  by  no  means  Matter  Macrutken-, 
all  your  Bus'nefs  was  to  keep  him  out  of  Frays; 
to  take  care,  for  the  fake  of  his  Health,  that  his 
Wine  was  genuine,  and  hjs  Miftreffes  as  they 
Ihou'd  be.  You  pimp'd  for  him,  I  fuppofe? 

Mac .  Pimp  for  him  f  D'ye  mean  to  affront 

Crab.  To  fuppofe  the  contrary  would  be  the 
Affront,  Mr.  Tutor.  What,  Man,  you  know 
the  World.  'Tis  not  by  Contradiction,  but  by 
Compliance,  that  Men  make  their  Fortunes, 
and  was  it  for  you  to  thwart  the  Humour  of  a 
Lad  upon  the  Threshold  of  ten  thoufand 
Pounds  a  Year  ? 

Mac.  Why,  to  be  fure,  great  Allowances 
muft  be  made. 

Crab.  No  doubt,  no  doubt. 

Mac.  I  fee,  Maifter  Crab,  you  know  Man- 
kind. You  are  Sir  John  Buck's  Executor. 

Crab.  True. 

Mac.  I  have  a  little  Thought  that  may  be 
ufeful  to  us  both. 

Crab.  As  how  ? 

Mac.  Cou'd  na  we  contrive  to  make  a 
Hond  o'the  young  Baronet. 

Crab.  Explain. 

Mac.  Why  you,  by  the  Will,  have  the 
Care  o'the  Caftv;  and  I  caw  make  a  Shift  to 
manage  the  Lad. 

Crab.  Oh,  1  conceive  you.  And  fo  between 
us  both,  we  may  contrive  to  eafe  him  of  that 
Inheritance  which  he  knows  not  how  proper- 
ty 
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ly  to  employ ;  and  apply  it  to  our  own  life. 
You  do  know  how. 

Mac.  Ye  ha  hit  it. 

Crab.  Why  what  a  fuperlative  Rafcal  art 
thou,  thou  inhofpitable  Villain !  Under  the  Roof, 
and  in  the  Preience,  of  thy  Benefactor's  Repre- 
fentative,  with  almoft  his  ill-beftowed  Bread  in 
thy  Mouth,  art  thou  plotting  the  Perdition  of 
his  only  Child!  And,  from  what  Part  of  my 
Life,  did  ft  thou  derive  a  Hope  of  my  Com  • 
pliance  with  fuch  a  hellifli  Scheme  ? 

MM:.  Maifter  Crab,  I  am  of  a  Nation 

Crab.  Of  known  Honour  and  Integrity;  I 
allow  it.  The  Kingdom  you  have  quitted,  in 
configning  the  Care  of  its  Monarch,  for  Ages, 
to  your  Predeceffors,  in  Preference  to  its  proper 
Subjects,  has  given  you  a  brilliant  Panegyric, 
that  no  other  People  can  parallel. 

Mac.  Why,  to  be  lure 

Crab.  And  one  Happinefs  it  is,  that  though 
national  Glory  can  beam  a  Brightnefs  on  Par- 
ticulars, the  Crimes  of  Individuals  can  never 
reflect  a  Difgrace  upon  their  Country.  Thy 
Apology  but  aggravates  thy  Guilt. 

Mac.  Why,  Maifter  Crab,  I 

Crab.  Guilt  and  Confufion  choak  thy  Ut- 
terance. Avoid  my  Sight.  Vanim.  [Exit 
Mac.]  A  fine  Fellow  this,  to  protect  the 
Perfon,  inform  the  Inexperience,  direct  and 
moderate  the  Defires  of  an  unbridled  Boy ! 
But  can  it  be  ftrange,  whilft  the  Parent  neg- 
ligently accepts  a  fuperficial  Recommenda- 
tion to  fo  important  a  Truft,  that  the  Perfon 

whofe 
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whofe  Wants,  perhaps,  more  than  his  Abilities 
make  defirous  of  i.t,  fhou'd  consider  the  Youth 
as  a  Kind  of  Property,  and  not  ftudy  what  to 
make  him,  but  what  to  make  cf  him;  and 
thus  prudently  Jay  a  Foundation  for  his  future 
fordid  Hopes,  by  a  criminal  Compliance  with 
the  Lad's  prefent  prevailing  Paffiuns  ?  But  Vice 
and  Folly  rule  the  World — Without,  there. 
[enter  Serv.]  Rafcal,  where  d'you  run,  Block- 
head ?  Bid  the  Girl  come  hither. — Frefh  In- 
ftances,  every  Moment,  fortify  my  Abhorrence, 
my  Deteftatron  of  Mankind.  This  Turn  may 
be  term'd  Mifanthropy;  and  imputed  to  Chagrin 
snd  Difappointment.  But  it  can  only  be  by 
thofe  Fools,  who,  through  Softnefs  or  Igno- 
rance, regard  the  Faults  of  others,  like  their 
own>  through  the  wrong  End  of  the  Perfpedive. 
Enter  Luanda. 

So,  what,  1  fuppofeyour  Spirits  are  all  a-float. 
You  have  heard  your  Fellow's  coming. 

Luc.  If  you  had  your  ufual  Diicernment, 
Sir,  you  wou'd  diflinguim,  in  my  Countenance, 
an  Expreflion  very  different  from  that  of  Joy. 

Crab.  Oh,  what,  I  fuppofeyour  Monkey  has 
brcke  his  Chain,  or  your  Parrot  dy'd  in  moulting. 

Luc.  A  Perfon  lefs  cenforious  than  Mr.  Crab, 
might  afiign  a  more  generous  Motive  for  my 
Diftrefs. 

Crab.  Diftrefs !    a  pretty,    poetical  Phrafe 
What  Motive  canft    thou  have    for  Diftrefs  ? 
Has   not    Sir   John  Buck's  Death  afii"-ed  thy 

Fortune  r  and  art  not  thou 

Luc. 
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Luc.  By  that  very  Means,  a  helplefs,  unpro- 
tected Orphan. 

Crab.  Pho',  pr'ythee  Wench,  none  of  thy 
romantic  Cant  to  me.  What,  I  know  the  Sex : 
The  Objects  of  every  Woman's  Wim,  are  Pro- 
perty and  Power.  The  firft  you  have,  and  the 
iecond  you  won't  be  long  without;  for  here's  a 
Puppy  riding  Port  to  put  on  your  Chains. 

Luc.  It  wou'd  appear  Affectation  not  to  un-* 
derftand  you.  And,  to  deal  freely,  it  was  upon 
that  Subject  I  wim'd  to  engage  you. 

Crab.  Your  Information  was  needlefs  j  I 
knew  it. 

Luc.  Nay,  but  why  fo  fevere  ?  I  did  flatter 
myfelf  that  the  very  warm  Recommendation  of 
your  deceafed  Friend,  wou'd  have  abated  a 
little  of  that  Rigour. 

Crab.  No  wheedling,  Lucy.  Age  and  Con- 
tempt have  long  (hut  thefe  Gates  againft  Flat- 
tery and  Diffimulation.  You  have  no  Sex  for 
me.  Without  Preface,  fpeak  your  Purpofe. 

Luc.  What  then,  in  a  Word,  is  your  Ad- 
vice with  regard  to  my  marrying  Sir  Charles 
Buck  ? 

Crab.  And  do  you  ferioufly  want  my  Advice? 

Luc.  Moft  fincerely. 

Crab.  Then  you  are  a  Blockhead.  Why, 
where  cou'd  you  mend  yourfelf?  Is  not  he 
a  Fool,  a  Fortune,  and  in  Love? — Look'ee, 
Girl.  [  Enter  Servant.  ]  Who  fent  for  you, 
Sir? 

Sir? 
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Ser.  Sir,  my  young  Maker's  Poft-chaife  iy 
broke  down,  at  the  Corner  of  the  Street,  by  a 
Coal-cart.  His  Cloat-hs  are  all  Dirt,  and  lie 
fwears  like  a  Trooper. 

Crab.  Ay!  Why  then  carry  his  Chaife  to 
the  Coach- maker's,  his  Coat  to  a  Scowcier's, 

and  him  before  a  Juftice.— -Pr'ythee  why  doft 

trouble  me  ?  I  iuppole  you  wou'd  net  meet 
your  Gallant. 

Luc.  Do  you  think  I  (hou'd  ? 

Crab.  No,  retire.  And  if  this  Application 
for  my  Advice,  is  not  a  Copy  of  your  Coun- 
tenance, a  Mafic ;  if  you  are  obedient,  I  may 
let  you  right. 

Luc.  I  (hall,  with  Pleafure,  follow  your 
Directions.  Exit. 

Crab.  Yes,  fo  long  as  they  correfpond  with 
your  own  Inclination.  Now  we  mall  fee  what 
Paris  has  done  tor  this  Puppy.  But  here  he 
comes;  light  as  the  Cork  in  his  Keels;  or  the 
Feather  in  his  Hat. 

Enter  Buck,  Lord  John,   La  Loire,   Bearnois 
and  Macruthen. 

"Buck.  Not  a  Word)  mi  Lor !  jernte,   it  is 

not   to    be    fupported ! atter    being   rompu 

lou't  i'//i  disjointed  by  that  execrable  Pave,  to 
be  tumbled  into  a  Kennel,  by  a  filthy  Char- 
bonnier;  a  dirty  Retailer  of  Sea-coal,  morbleul 

Ld.  y.  An  Accident  that  might  have  hap- 
pened any  where,  Sir. Charles. 

Buck.  And  then  the  hideous  Hootings  bf 
that  detcftablc  Canaille >  that  murtherous  Mob, 

with 
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with  the  barbarous-Monfieur  in  the  Mud, 
huzza  !  Ah,  Pa'isjfaiivage,  bar  bare,  inhofpttable! 
ah,  ah,  qutjl ce  que  nous avons ?  Who? 

Mac.  That  is  Maifler  Crab,  your  Father's 
Executor, 

Buck.  Ha,  ha.  Serviteur  ires  bumble,  Mon- 
fieur.  Eb  bien  !  What !  is  he  dumb  ?  Mac  my 
Lor,  mart  de  ma  Vie>  the  veritable  Jack-Roajj- 
beef  of  the  French  Comedy,  Ha,  ha,  how  do 
you  do,  1Monfieur~yack-l$caft-beeft  ha,  ha? 

Crab.  Pr'ythee  take  a  Turn  or  two  about 
the  Room. 

Buck.  A  Turn  or  two!  Volontkrs.  Ehbitui! 
Wei!,  have  you,  in  your  Life,  Iccn  any  Thing 
fo,  ha  ha,  hey  ! 

Crab.  Never.     I   hope    you  had  not  many 
Sped/dtors  of  your  Tumble. 
Buck.  Pourquoi  ?  Why  fo  ? 
.Crab.  Becaufe  I'wou'd  not  have  the  public 
Curiofity  foreftalled.     I  can't  but  think,  in  a 
Country  fo  fond  of  ftrange  Sights  if  you  werekept 
up  a  little,  you  wou'd  bring  a  great  deal  of  Money, 
Buck.  I  don't  know,    my   Dear,  what    my 
Perlon  vvou'd  produce  in  this  Country,  but  the 
Counterpart  of  your  very  grotefque  Figure  has 
been    extremely  beneficial   to  the    Comedians 
from  whence  I  came.     N'ejl-ce  fas  vrai,  mi 
Lor?  Ha,  ha. 

Ld.  y.  The  Refemblance  does  not  ftrike 
me.  Perhaps,  I  may  feem  fingularj  but  the 
particular  Cuftcms  of  particular  Countries,  I 
own,  never  appeared  to  me,  as  proper  Objects 
of  Ridicule.  Buck 
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Buck.  V/hyfo? 

Ld.  y.  Becaufe,  in  this  Cafe,  it  is  impof- 
fible  to  have  a  Rule  for  your  Judgment.  The 
Forms  and  Cuftoms  which  Climate,  Confti- 
tution  and  Government  have  given  to  one  King* 
dom,  can  never  be  tranfplanted  with  Advantage 
to  another,  founded  on  different  Principles. 
And  thus,  though  the  Habits  and  Manners  of 
different  Countries  may  be  directly  oppofite,  yet, 
in  my  humble  Conception,  they  may  be  ftri&Iy, 
becaufe  naturally,  right. 

Crab.  Why  there  are  fome  Glimmerings  of 
Common-fenie  about  this  young  Thing. 
Harkee,  Child,  by  what  Accident  did  you 
ftumble  upon  this  Blockhead  ?  [  to  Buck.  ] 
I  fuppofe  the  Line  of  your  Underftanding  is 
too  (hort  to  fathom  the  Depth  of  your  Com- 
panion's Reafoning. 

Buck.  My  dear   [  gapes.  ] 

Crab.  I  fay,  you  can  draw  no  Conclufion 
from  the  above  Premifes. 

Buck.  Who  I  ?  Damn  your  Premifes,  and 
Conclufions  too.  But  this  I  conclude,  from 
what  I  have  feen,  my  dear,  that  the  French 
are  the  fir(l  Peoplein  the  Univerfe;  that,  in  the 
Arts  of  living,  they  do  or  ought  to  give  Laws 
to  the  whole  World,  and  that  whofoever  wou'd 
either  eat,  drink,  drefs,  dance,  fight,  fing,  or 
even  fneeze,  avec  Elegance  y  muft  go  to  Paris  > 
to  learn  it.  This  is  my  Creed. 

Crab.  And  thefe  precious  Principles  you  are 
come  hee  to  propagate. 

Buck.  Cejl  vrai,  Monfieur  Crab :  and  with 

the 
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the  Aid  of  thefe  Brother  Miffionaries,  I  have 
no  doubt  of  making  a  great  many  Profelytes, 
And  now  for  a  Detail  of  their  Qualities.  Bear- 
noiz,  advances.  This  is  an  Officer  of  my  Houfe- 
hold,  unknown  to  this  Country. 

Crab.  And  what  may  he  be  ? — I'll  humour 
the  Puppy. 

Buck.  This  is  my  Svvifs  Porter.  Tenez  vous 
droit,  Bearnois.  There's  a  fierce  Figure,  to 
guard  the  Gate  of  an  Hotel. 

Crab.  What  do  you  fuppofe  that  we  have 
no  Porters  ? 

Buck.  Yes,  you  have  Dunces  that  open 
Doors;  a  Drudgery  that  this  Fellow  does  by 
Deputy.  But  for  Intrepidity  in  denying  a  difa- 
greeable  Vifitor;  for  Politenefs  in  introducing 
a  Miftrefs,  Acutenefs  in  difcerning,  and  Con- 
ftancy  in  excluding  a  Dun,  a  greater  Genius  ne- 
ver came  from  the  Cantons. 

Crab.  Aftonifhing  Qualities ! 

Buck.  Retirez,  Bearnois.  But  here's  a  Bi- 
jou, here's  a  Jewel  indeed!  Venez  id,  won  cfcer 
La  Loire.  Comment  trouwz  vous  ce  Pans 
id? 

La  L.  *Ir£S  bien. 

Buck.  Very  well.  Civil  Creature!  This, 
Monjitur  Crab,  is  my  Cook  La  Loire,  and  for 
Hors  d'Oeuvres,  Entre  Rotis,  Ragouts,  En- 
tremets, and  the  Dilpofition  of  a  Deiert,  Paris 
never  faw  his  Parallel. 

Crab.  His  Wages,  I  fuppofe,  are  propor- 
tioned to  his  Merit. 

Buck. 
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Buck.  A  Bagatelle,  a  Trifle.  Abroad  but 
abare  Two  Hundred.  Upon  his  cheerfulCom- 
pliance,  in  coming  hither  into  Exile  with  me, 
I  have,  indeed,  doubled  his  Stipend. 

Crab.  You  could  do  no  lefs. 

Buck.  And  now,  Sir,  to  compleat  my 
Equipage,  regardez  Monfieur  La  "Jonquil,  my 
firtt  Valet  de  Cbambre,  excellent  in  every  Thing: 
but  pour  rAccommodage^  for  decorating  the 
Head,  inimitable.  In  one  Word,  La  'Jonquil 
{hall,  for  fifty  to  five,  knot,  twift,  tye,  frieze, 
cut,  curl,  or  comb  with  any  Garqon  Perruquier, 
from  the  Land's  End,  to  the  Orkneys. 

Crab.  Why,  what  an  infinite  Fund  of  pub- 
lic Spirit  mult  you  have,  to  drain  your  Purfe, 
mortify  your  Inclination,  and  expofe  your 
Perfon,  for  the  meer  Improvement  of  your 
Countrymen  ? 

Buck.  Oh,  I  am  a  very  Roman  for  that. 
But  at  prefenr,  I  had  another  Realon  for 
Returning. 

Crab.  Ay,  what  can  that  be? 

Buck.  Why,  I  find  there  is  a  Likelihood  of 
fome  little  Fracas,  between  us.  But,  upon 
my  foul,  we  muft  be  very  brutal  to  quarrel 
with  the  dear,  agreeable  Creatures,  for  a 
Trifle. 

Crab.  They  have  your  Affections  then. 

Buck.  De  tout  mon  c&ur.  From  the  infinite 
Civility  (hewn  to  us,  in  France,  and  their  friendly 
Profeflions  in  Favour  of  our  Country,  they  can 
never  intend  us  an  Injury. 

Crat. 
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Crab.  Oh,  you  have  hit  their  Humour  to  a 
Hair.  But  I  can  have  no  longer  Patience  with 
the  Puppy.  Civility  and  Friendship,  you  Boo- 
by!  Yes,  their  Civil  ty,  at  Paris,  has  not  left 
you  a  Guinea  in  your  Pocket,  nor  wou'd  their 
Friendship  to  your  Nation  leave  it  a  Foot  of 
Land  in  the  Univerfe. 

Buck.  Lord  John,  this  is  a  (Irange  old  FeU 
low.  Take  my  Word  for  it,  my  Dear,  you 
miftake  this  Thing  egregloufly.  But  all  you 
Englijh  are  conftttutionally  fulien. — Novem- 
ber-Fogs, with  Salt  boil'd  Beef,  are  mod  curled 
Recipes  for  Good-huo&our,  or  a  quick  Appre- 
henfion.  Ptiris  is  the  Place.  'Tis  there  Men 
laugh,  love  and  live  !  Vive  I  Amour  I  Sans  A- 
mour,  <o?  fans  fes  Dejirs,  un  Cceur  eft  bien  moms 
heureux  quti  tie  penje. 

Crab.  Now  wou'd  not  any  Soul  fuppofe  that 
thfs  yelping  Hound  had  a  real  Relilh  for  the 
Country  he  has  quitted  r 

Buck.  A  mighty  unnatural  Suppofition, 
truly. 

Crab.  Fcppery  and  Affectation  all. 

Buck.  And  you  really  think  Paris  a  Kind  of 
Purgatory,  ha,  my  Dear  r* 

Crab.  To  thee  the  mofl:  folitary  Spot  upon 
Earth,  my  Dear.. Familiar  Puppy  ! 

Buck.  Whimfical  enough.  But  come,  pour 
pajjer  le  Terns,  let  us,  old  Diogenes^  enter  into 
a  little  Debate.  Mi  Lor,  and  you,  Macruthen, 
determine  the  Difpute  between  that  Source  of 
Delights,  ce  ParaJis  ds  Piaifir,  and  this  Cave  of 
Care,  this  Seat  of  Scurvy  and  the  bpleen. 

C  Mac. 
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Mac.  Let  us  heed  them  wee],  my  Lord. 
Maifter  Crab  has  met  with  his  Match. 

Buck.  And  firft  for  the  great  Pleafure  of  Life, 
the  Pleafure  of  the  Table  j  Ah,  quelle  Diffe- 
rence!  The  Eafe,  the  Wit,  the  Wine,  the 
Badinage,  the  Percijlage,  the  double  Entendre, 
the  Cbanjons  a  boire,  Oh,  what  delicious  Mo- 
ments have  I  pafs'd  chez  Madame  la  DucheJJe 
de  Barbouliac. 

Crab.  Your  Miftrefs,  I  fuppofe. 

Buck.  Who,  I !  Ft  done  !  How  is  it  pofli- 
ble  for  a  Woman  of  her  Rank,  to  have  a  Pen- 
chant  for  me  ?  Hey,  Mac  ! 

Mac.  Sir  Charles  is  too  much  a  Man  of 
Honour  to  blab.  But,  to  lay  Truth,  the  whole 
City  of  Paris  thought  as  much. 

Crab.  A  precious  Fellow  this  ! 

Buck.  Taifez  voits,  Mac.  But  we  lofe  the 
Point  in  View.  Now,  Monfmir  Crab,  let  me 
conduct  you  to  what  you  call  an  Entertainment. 
And  firft,  the  melancholy  Miftrefs  is  fixed  in 
her  Chair,  where,  by  the  bye,  (he  is  condemn'd 
to  do  more  Drudgery  than  a  Dray-horfe.  Next 
proceeds  the  Mafter,  to  marfhal  the  Guefts,  in 
which  as  much  Caution  is  neceffary,  as  at  a 
Coronation,  with,  "  My  Lady,  fit  here,"  and, 
"  Sir  Thomas,  fit  there,"  till  the  Length  of  the 
Ceremony,  with  the  Length  of  the  Grace,  have 
deftroy'd  all  Apprehenfions  of  the  Meat's  burn- 
ing your  Mouths. 

Mac.  Bravo,  bravo  !  Did  I  na'  fay  Sir  Charles 
was  a  Phenomenon  ? 

Crab.  Peace,  Puppy. 

Buck. 


returned  from  PARIS.  27 

Buck.  Then,  in  folemn  Silence,  they  pro- 
ceed to  demolish  the  Subftantials,  with,  per- 
haps, an  occafional  Interruption,  of,  "  Here's 
"  to  you,  Friends,  "  Hob  or  Nob,"  "  Your 
"  Love  and  mine."  Pork  lucceeds  to  Beef, 
Pies  to  Puddings  :  The  Cloth  is  remov'd : 
Madam,  drench'd  with  a  Bumper,  drops  a  Cur- 
tefy,  and  departs;  leaving  the  jovial  Hoft,  with 
his  fprightly  Companions,  to  Tobacco,  Port, 
and  Politics.  Voila  tin  Repas  a  la  Mode  d'An- 
g/eterre,  Monfieur  Crab. 

Crab.  It  is  a  thoufand  Pities  that  your  Fa- 
ther is  not  a  living  Witnefs  of  thefe  prodigious 
Improvements. 

Buck.  Ceft  vrat.  But  a  propos,  he  is  dead, 
as  you  fay,  and  you  are — — 

Crab.  Againft  my  Inclination,  his  Executor. 

Buck.   Peut  etre ;  well,  and— — 

Crab.  Oh,  my  Truft  will  foon  determine. 
One  Article,  indeed,  I  am  ttrictly  enjoin'd  to 
fee  perform'd  ;  your  Marriage  with  your  old 
Acquaintance  Luanda. 

Buck.  Ha,  ha,  la  petite  Lucinde  1  £?  com- 
ment 

Crab.  Pry'thee,  Peace,  and  hear  me.  She 
is  bequeath'd  conditionally,  that  if  you  refufe 
to  marry  her,  twenty  thoufand  Pounds  j  and 
if  (he  rejects  you,  which  I  fuppofe  (he  will 
have  the  Wifdom  to  do,  only  five. 

Buck.  Reject  me!  Very  probable,  hey,  Mac! 
But  cou'd  not  we  have  an  Entrevuf? 

Crab.  Who's  there  ?  Let  Luanda  know  we 
expect  her. 

C  2  Mac. 
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Mac.  Had  na'ye  better,  Sir  Charles^  equip 
yourfelf  in  a  more  fuitable  Garb,  upon  a  firil 
Vifit  to  your  Miftrefs  ? 

Crab.  Oh,  fuch  a  Figure  and  Addrefs  can 
derive  no  Advantage  from  Drefs. 

Buck.  Servifeur.  But,  however,  Macs  Hint 
may  not  be  fo  mat  a  propos,  Allons,  Jonquil, 
je  nien  vats  mhabiller.  Mi  Lor,  (hall  1  treipafs 
upon  your  Patience  ?  My  Toilette  is  but  a  Work 
of  ten  Minutes.  Mac^  difpofe  of  my  Dome  (lies 
a  leur  aife,  and  then  attend  me  with  my  Port- 
feuille,  and  read,  while  I  drefs,  thofe  Remarks 
1  made  in  my  laii  Voyage  from  Funtalnelkau  to 
Compeigne.  Servifeur  Meflieurs. 
Car  le  bon  Vin 

Du  Matin 
Sortant  du  Tonneau. 
Vaut  bien  mieux  que 

Le  Latin 

De  toute  la  Sor bonne.  Exit. 
Crab.  This  is  the  moll  confummate  Cox- 
comb !  I  told  the  Fool  of  a  Father,  what  a 
Puppy  Paris  would  produce  him  ;  but  travel  is 
the  Word,  and  the  Confequence,  an  Importation 
of  every  foreign  Folly :  And  thus  the  plain 
Perfons  and  Principles  of  old  England,  are  fo 
confounded  and  jumbl'd  with  the  excremen- 
titious  Growth  of  every  Climate,  that  we  have 
loft  all  our  ancient  Cbaracleriftic,  and  are  be- 
come a  Bundle  of  Contradiction? ;  a  Piece  of 
Patch-work  \  a  mere  Harlequin's  Coat. 

Ld,  J. 
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Ld.  y.  Do  you  fuppofe  then,  Sir,  that  no 
Good  may  be  obtain'd 

Crab.  Why,  pry'thee,  what  have  you  gain'd? 

Lei.  J.  I  fhou'd  he  lorry  my  Acquisitions 
were  to  determine  the  Debate.  But  do  you 
think,  Sir,  the  Shp.king-off  fome  native  Qua- 
lities, and  the  being  made  more  fenfible,  from 
Comparifon  of  certain  national  and  conftitu-r 
tional  Advantages,  Objects  unworthy  the  At- 
tention ? 

Crab.  You  (hew  the  favourable  Side,  young 
Man  :  But  how  frequently  are  fubftituted  for 
national  Prepofleffions,  always  harmlefs,  and 
often  happy,  guilty  and  unnatural  Prejudices! — 
Unnatural! — For  the  Wretch  who  is  weak  and 
wicked  enough  to  defpife  his  Country,  fins 
againft  the  moft  laudable  Law  of  Nature  j  he 
is  a  Traitor  to  the  Community,  where  Provi- 
dence has  placed  him;  and  (hou'd  be  deny'd 
thofe  focial  Bent-fits  he  has  render'd  himielf  un- 
worthy to  partake.  But  fententious  Lectures 
are  ill  calculated  for  your  Time  of  Life. 

Ld.  y.  I  differ  from  you  here,  Mr.  Crab. 
Principles  that  call  for  perpetual  Practice,  .can- 
not be  too  foon  receiv'd.  1  fincerely  thank  you, 
Sir,  for  this  Communication,  and  {hou'd  be 
happy  to  have  always  near  me  fo  moral  a  Mo- 
nitor. 

Crab.  You  ?re  indebted  to  France  for  her 
Flattery.  But  I  leave  you  with  a  Lady,  where 
it  will  be  better  employ'd. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lucinda. 

Crab.  This  young  Man  waits  here,  till  your 
Puppy  is  powder'd.  You  may  afk  him  after 
your  trench  Acquaintance.  I  know  nothing 
of  him ;  but  he  does  rot  feem  to  be  altogether 
fo  great  a  Fool  as  your  Fellow.  Exif. 

Luc.  I'm  afraid,  Sir,  you  have  had  but  a  dif- 
agreeable  Tete  a  lete. 

Ld.  y.  Juft  the  contrary,  Madam.  By  Good- 
fenfe,  ting'd  with  Singularity,  we  are  entertain- 
ed as  well  as  improved.  For  a  Lady,  indeed, 
Mr.  Crab's  Manners  are  rather  too  rough. 

Luc.  Not  a  Jot  j  I  am  familiarized  to  'em 
I  know  his  Integrity,  and  can  never  be  diloblig'd 
hy  his  Sincerity. 

Ld.  y.  This  Declaration  is  a  little  particular, 
from  a  Lady  who  muft  have  received  her  firft 
Impreflions  in  a  Place  remarkable  for  its  Deli- 
cacy to  the  Fair  Sex.  But  Good-fenfe  can  con^ 
quer  even  early  Habits. 

Luc.  This  Compliment  I  can  lay  no  claim 
to.  The  former  Part  of  my  Life,  procured  me 
but  very  little  indulgence.  The  Pittance  of 
Knowledge  I  poflefs,  was  taught  me  by  a  very 
fevere  Miftrefs,  Adveriity.  But  you,  Sir,  are 
too  well  acquainted  with  Sir  Charles  Buck,  not 
to  have  known  my  Situation. 

Ld.  y.  1  have  heard  your  Story,  Madam,  be- 
fore I  had  the  Honour  of  feeing  you.  It  was 
afFefling  :  You'll  pardon  the  Declaration  $  it 
jiow  becomes  interefting,  However.,  it  is  5m- 

pofnble 
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poflible  I  fhou'd  not  congratulate  you  on  the 
near  Approach  of  the  happy  Cataftrophe. 

Luc.  Events  that  depend  upon  the  Will  of 
another,  a  thoufand  unforefeen  Accidents  may 
interrupt. 

Ld.  J.  Cou'd  I  hope,  Madam,  your  prefent 
critical  Condition  wou'd  acquit  me  of  Temerity, 
I  mou'd  take  the  Liberty  to  prefume,  if  the  Suit 
of  Sir  Charles  be  rejected — 

Enter  Crab. 

Crab.  So,  Youngfter !  what,  I  fuppofe,  you 
are  already  practifing  one  of  your  foreign  Lef- 
fons.  Perverting  the  Affections  of  a  Friend's 
Miftrefs,  or  debauching  his  Wife,  are  meer  Pec- 
cadilloes, in  modern  Morality.  But,  at  prefent, 
you  are  my  Care.  That  Way  conducts  you  to 
your  Fellow-Traveller.  [Exit  Ld.  J.]  I  wou'd 
Ipeak  with  you  in  the  Library. 

Exit. 

Luc.  I  mall  attend  you,  Sir.  Never  was  fo 
unhappy  an  Interruption.  What  cou'd  my  Lord 
mean  ?  But  be  it  what  it  will,  it  ought  not, 
it  cannot  concern  me.  Gratitude  and  Duty 
demand  my  Compliance  with  the  dying  Wifh 
of  my  Benefactor,  my  friend,  my  Father.  But 
am  I  then  to  facrifice  all  my  future  Peace  ? 
But  reafon  not,  ram  Girl;  Obedience  is  thy 
Province. 

tto  hard  the  tajk,  be  it  my  Part  to  prove 

'That  fometimes  Duty  can  give  laws  to.  Love. 

ACT  II. 
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ACT       II. 

Buck  at  his  Toilet,  attended  by  three  Valets  de 
Chambres  and  Macrulhen. 

MAC.  Notwithftanding  aw  his  plain    dea7, 
ing,   I  doubt  whether   Maifier  Crab  is  fo 
honed  a  Man. 

Buck.  Pr'ythec,  Mac,  name  not  the  Mon- 
fter.  If  I  may  be  permitted  a  Quotation  from 
one  of  their  paltry  Poets, 

Who  is  Knight  of  the  Shire  reprefents  'em  all. 
Did  ever  Mortal  fee  fuch  Mirroirs,  fuch  Look- 
ing-glafs  as  they  have  here  too  ?  One  might  as 
well  addrefsonefelf,  for  Information,  to  a  Bucket 
of  Water.  La  'Jonquil^  mettez  <uous  le  rouge, 
fffftz.  He  If  ten  y  Mac,  mijerable  !  Hey  ! 

Mac.  It's  very  becoming. 

Buck.  Aye,  it  will  do  for  this  Place  j  I  really 
ccu'd  have  forgiven  my  Father's  living  a  Year 
or  two  longer,  rather  than  be  compelled  to  re- 
turn to  this.  [Enter  Lord  John.] 
My  dear  Lord,  je  demande  mille  Pardons,  but 
the  terrible  Fracas  in  my  Chaile  had  fo  gateed 
and  difordered  my  Hair,  that  it  required  an  Age 
to  adjuft  it. 

Ld.  y.  No  Apology,  Sir  C harks,  I  have  been 
entertam'd  very  agreeably. 

Buck.  Who  have  you  had,  my  dear  Lord,  to 
entertain  you  ? 

Ld.  y.  The  very  individual  Lady  that's  foon 
to  make  you  a  happy  Hufband. 

Mac. 
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Buck.  A  happy  who  ?  Hufband  !  What  two 
very  oppofue  Ideas  have  you  confounded  en- 
femble  ?  In  my  Confcience,  I  believe  there's 
Contagion  in  the  Clime,  and  my  Lor  is  in- 
fed:ed,  But  pray,  my  dear  Lor,  by  what  Ac- 
cident have  you  difcovered,  that  1  was  upon 
the  Point  of  becoming  that  happy — Oh,  un 
Mari!  Diable? 

Ld.  y.  The  Lady's  Beauty  and  Merit,  your 
Inclinations,  and  your  Father's  Injunctions, 
made  me  conjecture  that. 

Buck.  And  can't  you  fuppcfe  that  the  Lady's 
Beauty  may  be  pofTefs'd,  her  Merit  rewarded, 
and  my  Inclinations  gratify 'd,  without  an  ab- 
folute  Obedience  to  that  Fatherly  Injunction  ? 

Ld.  y.  It  does  not  occur  to  me. 

Buck.  No,  I  believe  not,  my  Lor.  Thofe 
Kind  of  Talents  are  not  given  to  every  B<;iiv. 
Donnez  moi  mon  Mancbon.  And  now  you  (hall 
fee  me  manage  the  Lady. 

Enffr   Servant. 

Ser.  Young  Squire  Racket,  and  Sir  Toby 
Tally  boe,  who  call  themfelves  your  Hon^u.'s 
old  Acquaintances. 

Buck.   Oh  the  Brutes  !    By  what  Accident 
cou'd  they  difcover  my  Arrival  ?  My  dear,  dear 
Lor,  aid  me  to  elcape  this  Embarras. 
Racket  and  Tallyhoe  'without. 

Hoic  a  Boy,  Hoic  a  Boy. 

Buck.  Let  me  die  if  I  do  not  believe  the 
Hottentots  have  brought  a  whole  hundred  of 
Hounds  with  them.  But,  they  fay,  Forms 

keep 
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keep  Fools  at  a  Diftance.     I'll  receive  'em  en 
Ceremonie. 

Enter  Racket  and  Tallyhoe. 

Tally.  Hey  Boy,  hoix  my  little  Buck. 

Buck.  Monfieur  le  Chevalier,  votre  tres  bum- 
Ik  Serviteur. 

rally.  Hey. 

Buck.  Monfieur  Racket,  Je  fuis  charms  de 
•o&tts  voir. 

Rack.  Anon  what ! 

Buck.  Ne  m  entendez-vous  :  Don't  you  know 
FreticJb  ? 

Rack.  Know  French  /  No,  nor  you  neither, 
I  think.  Sir  Toby,  foregad  I  believe  the  Papiftes 
ha  bewitch'd  him  in  foreign  Parts. 

Tatty.  Bewitch'd,  and  transformed  him  too. 
Let  me  perifh,  Racket,  if  I  don  t  think  he's 
like  one  of  the  folks  we  ufed  tc  read  of  at  School, 
in  Ovid's  Metamorpbis ;  that  they  have  turned 
him  into  a  Beaft. 

Rack.  A  Beaft!  No,  a  Bird,  you  Fool. 
Lookee,  Sir  Toby,  by  the  Lord  Harry,  here  are 
his  Wings. 

Tally.  Hey  !  ecod  and  fo  they  are,  ha,  ha. 
J  reckon,  Racket,  he  came  over  with  the 
Woodcocks. 

Buck.  Volld  des  veritable*  Anglois.  The 
ruftic  rude  Ruffians ! 

Rack.  Let  us  fee  what  the  Devil  he  has  put 
upon  his  Pole,  Sir  Toby. 
Tally.  Aye. 

Buck.  Do,  dear  Savage,  keep  your  Dif- 
tance. 

Tally. 
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.  Nay,  fore  George,    we  will  have  a 
Scrutiny. 

Rack.  Aye,  aye,  a  Scrutiny. 

Buck.  En  Gruce,  La  Jonquil^  my  Lor,  pro- 
tect me  from  thefe  Pyrates. 

Ld.  y.  A  little  Companion,  I  beg,  Gentle- 
men.  Confider,  Sir  Charles  is  upon  a  Vifit  to 
his  Bride. 

Tally.  Bride!  Zounds,  he's  fitter  for  a  Band- 
box ;  Racket,  Hocks  the  Heels. 

Rack.  1  have  'em,  Knight.  Foregad  he  is 
the  very  Reverfe  of  a  Bantam  Cock  :  His 
Comb's  on  his  Feet,  and  his  Feathers  on  his 
Head.  Who  have  we  got  here  !  What  are 
thefe  three  Fellows ;  Paftry- Cooks  ? 
Enter  Crab. 

Crafr.  And  is  this  one  of  your  newly  acquired 
Accomplifhments,  letting  your  Miftreis  languid* 
for  a— but  you  have  Company,  I  fee. 

Buck.  O,  yes,  I  have  been  inexpreflibly 
happy.  Thefe  Gentlemen  are  kind  enough  to 
treat  me,  upon  my  Arrival,  with  what  I  believe, 
they  call  in  this  Country,  a  Rout. — My  dear 
Lor,  if  you  don't  favour  my  Flight.  But  fee  if 
the  Toads  a'n't  tumbling  my  Toilet. 

Ld.  J.  Now's  your  Time,  fteal  off;  I'll  cover 
your  Retreat. 

Buck.  Mac,  let  La  Jonquil  follow  to  re-fettle 
my  Cheveux. — Je  vous  remcrcie  mllley  mille  Fois, 
won  cber  my  Lor. 

Rack.  Hoi  a,   Sir  'Toby,  ftole  away  ! 

JBuck.  O  mon  Dieu* 

Tally 
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'Tally.  Poh,  rot  him,  let  him  alone.  He'll 
never  do  for  our  Purpofe.  You  muft  know 
we  intended  to  kick  up  a  Riot,  To-night,  at 
the  Play-houfe,  and  we  wanted  him  of  the 
Party ;  but  that  Fop  wou'd  fwcon  at  the  Sight 
of  a  Cudgel. 

Ld.  y.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is  your  Caufe  of 
Contention  ? 

Tally.  Caufe  of  Contention,  hey,  Faith,  I 
know  nothing  of  the  Matter.  Racket^  what  is 
it  we  are  angry  about  ? 

Racket.  Angry  about !  Why  you  know  we 
are  to  demolish  the  Dancers. 

Tally t  True,  true,  I  had  forgot.  Will  you 
make  one  ? 

Ld.  y.  I  beg  to  be  excufed. 

Rack.  May  hap  you  are  a  Friend. to  the 
French. 

Ld.  J.  Not  I,  indeed  Sir.  But,  if  the 
Occafion  will  permit  me  a  Pun,  tho*  I  am  far 
from  being  a  Well-wifher  to  their  Arms,  I 
have  no  Objeclion  to  the  being  entertained  by 
their  Legs. 

Tatty.  Aye  !  Why  then  if  you'll  come  To- 
night, you'll  fplit  your  Sides  with  Laughing, 
for  I'll  be  rot  if  we  don't  make  them  caper 
higher,  and  run  fafter,  than  ever  they  have 
done  fince  the  Battle  of  Blenheim.  Come  along, 
Racket.  Exit. 

Ld.  y.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  Contraft  ? 

Crab.  Not  fo  remote  ns  you  imagine;  they 
are  Scions  from  the  fame  Stock,  (et  in  different 
Soils.  The  fir  It  Shrub,  you  fee,  flowers  moft 

prodi- 
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prodigally,  but  matures  nothing;  the  lad  Slip, 
tho'  tfunted,  bears  a  little  Fruit;  crabbed,  'tis 
true,  but  ftill  the  Growth  of  the  Clime.  Come, 
you'll  follow  your  Friend.  Exif. 

Enter  Lucincla,  with  a  Servant. 
Luc.  When  Mr.  Crab,  or  Sir  Charles,  enquire 
for  me  ;  you  will  conduct  them  hither. 

Exit.  Serv. 

How  I  long  for  an  End  to  this  important  Inter- 
view !  Not  that  I  have  any  great  Expectations 
Jrom  the  I  flue  ;  but  ftill,  in  my  Circumftances, 
a  State  of  Sulpente  is,  of  all  Situations,  the  moft 
difagreeable.  But  hum,  they  come. 


Enter  Sir  Charles  ,  Macruthen,  Ld. 
and  Crab. 

Buck    Mac,  announce  me. 

Mac)  Madam,  Sir  Charles  Buck  craves  the 
Honour  of  kiffing  your  Hand. 

Buck.  Tres  bumble  Servifeur.  Et  comment 
fa  porte  Mademoijelle.  I  am  ravifh'd  to  fee 
thee,  ma  chere  petite  Lucinde.  —  Eb  bien,  ma 
Remel  Why,  you  look  divinely,  Child.  But, 
mon  Infant,  they  have  drefs'd  you  moft  diabo- 
lically. Why,  what  a  Coiffeufe  muft  you  have, 
and,  oh  mon  Dieu,  a  total  Abfence  of  Rouge. 
But,  perhaps,  you  are  out.  I  had  a  Cargo 
from  De/reney  the  Day  of  my  Departure  ;  (hall 
I  have  the  Honour  to  fupply  you  ? 

Luc.  You  are  obliging,  Sir,  but  I  confefs 
myfelf  a  Convert  to  the  chafte  Cuftoms  of  this 
Country,  and,  with  a  commercial  People,  you 
know,  Sir  Cbar/es,  all  Artifice  -  • 

Buck. 
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Buck.  Artifice  !  You  miftake  the  Point,  ma 
Cbere.  A  proper  Proportion  of  red,  is  an  indif- 
perfible  Part  of  your  Drefs  ;  and,  in  my  private 
Opinion,  a  Woman  might  as  well  appear,  in 
public,  without  Powder,  or  a  Pettycoat. 

Crab.  And,  in  my  private  Opinion,  a  Wo- 
man who  puts  on  the  firft,  wou'd  make  very 
little  Difficulty  in  pulling  off  the  laft. 

Buck.  Ob,  Monfieur  Cra&'s  Judgment  muft 
be  decifive  in  Drefs.  Well,  and  what  Amufe- 
ments,  what  Spectacles,  what  Parties,  what 
Contrivances,  to  conquer  Father  Time,  that  Foe 
to  the  Fair  ?  1  fancy  one  mnft  ennuier  confider- 
ablement  in  your  London  here. 

Luc.  Oh,  we  are  in  no  Diftrefs  for  Diverfions. 
We  have  an  Opera. 

Buck.  Italien,  I  fuppofe,  pitoiable,  fhock- 
ing,  afjommantl  Oh,  there  is  no  iupporting 
their  hi,  hi,  hi,  hi.  Ah  won  Dieu  /  Abt  Chaflc 
brillant  Soleil, 

Brillant  Soleil, 

A-t-on  jamais  i)eu  ton  par  ell  ? 
There's  Mufic  and  Melody. 

Luc.  What  a  Fop  ! 

Buck.  But  proceed,  ma  Prince fle. 

Luc.  Oh,  then  we  have  Plays. 

Buck.  That  I  deny,  Child. 

Luc.  No  Plays  ! 

Buck.  No. 

Luc.  The  Aflertion  is  a  little  whimfkal. 

Buck.  Aye,  that  may  be;  you  have  here 
dramatic  Things,  farcical  in  their  Compoiuion, 
and  ridiculous  in  their  Reprefentation. 

Luc, 
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Luc.  Sir,  I  own  myfelf  unequal  to  the  Con- 
troverfy ;  but,  furely,  Sbakefpear — My  Lord, 
this  Subject  calls  upon  you  for  its  Defence. 

Crab.  I  know  from  what  Fountain  this  Fool 
has  drawn  his  Remarks ;  the  Author  of  the 
Chine fe  Orphan^  in  the  Preface  to  which  Mr. 
Voltaire  calls  the  principal  Works  of  Shakefpear 
monftrous  Farces. 

Ld.  J.  Mr.  Crab  is  right,  Madam.  Mr, 
Voltaire  has  ftigmatized  with  a  very  unjuft  and 
a  very  invidious  Appellation  the  principal 
Works  of  that  great  Matter  of  the  Pafiions  ; 
and  his  apparent  Motive  renders  him  the  more 
inexcufable. 

Luc.  What  cou'd  it  be,  my  Lord  ? 

Ld.  y.  The  preventing  his  Country  men  from 
becoming  acquainted  with  our  Author;  that 
he  might  be  at  Liberty  to  pilfer  from  him,  with 
the  greater  Security. 

Luc.  Ungenerous,  indeed  ! 

Buck.   Palpable  Defamation. 

Luc.  And  as  to  the  Exhibition,  I  have  been 
taught  to  believe,  that  for  a  natural  Pathetic, 
and  a  fpirited  Expreffion,  no  People  upon 
Earth 

Buck.  You  are  impos'd  upon,  Child;  the 
Lequefne,  the  Lanoue,  the  Grandval,  the  Du- 
menil,  the  Gatiffen,  what  Dignity,  .what  Action  ! 
But,  a  propos,  1  have  myfelf  wrote  a  Tragedy 
in  trench. 

Luc.  Indeed  ! 

Buck.  En  Veritt,  upon  Voltaire  s  Plan. 

Crab. 
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Crab.  That  muft  be  a  precious  Piece  of 
V/ork. 

Buck.  It  is  now  in  Repetition  at  the  French 
Comedy.  Grandval  and  La  GauJJen  perform 
the  principal  Parts.  Oh,  what  an  hc/af  !  What 
aBurft  will  it  make  in  the  Parterre,  when  the 
King  of  Ananamaboe  refufes  the  Perfon  of  the 
Princefs  of  Cochineal ! 

Luc.  Do  you  remember  the  Paffage  ? 

Buck.  Entire  ;  and  I  believe  I  can  convey  it 
in  their  manner. 

Luc.  That  will  be  delightful. 

Buck.  And  firft  the  King. 

Ma  cbere  Prince ffe,  je  <vous  aime,  ccft  vrai ; 
De    ma  Ft  mme  vcus  portez  les   cbarmants 

Attraits. 
Mais  ce  riejl  pas  hoi-.net e  pour  un  Homme, 

tel  que  moi, 

De  tromper  ma  Pemtne,    ou  de   rompre  ma 
Foi. 

Luc.  Inimitable  ! 

Buck.  Now    the    Princefs ;    {he  is,    as  you 
may  fpppofe,  in  extreme  Diftrels. 
.Luc.  No  doubt. 

Luck.  Mon  grand  Roy,  m:n  Cher  adorable, 
Ayez  pitie  de  moi  j  je  Juis  mconjblable. 

[Then  he   turns  his  Back  upon  her,  at  which, 
(he  in  a  Fury,] 

Monflre^  ingrat,  affreux,  horrible,  junefley 
Ob  que  je  vous  aime,  ah  queje  vous  detejte  I 
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[Then  he,] 

Penfez  <voust  Madame^  £  me  donner  la  Loi, 
VGtre  Haine,   vofre  Amour  >  Jont  les  memes 

Cbofes  a  moi, 
Luc.  Bravo  ! 
Ld.  7.  Bravo,  bravo ! 

Buck.  Aye,  there's  Paffion  and  Poetry,  and 
Reafon  and  Rhime.  Oh  how  I  deteft  Blood, 
and  blank  Verfe  !  There  is  fomething  ib  foft,  fo 
mufical,  and  fo  natural,  in  the  rich  Rhimes  of 
the  Theatre  Francois  / 

Ld.  y.  I  did  not  know  Sir  Charles  was  fo 
totally  devoted  to  the  Belles  Lettres. 

Buck.  Oh,  entirely.  Tis  the  Ton,  the 
Tafte,  I  am  every  Night  at  the  Caffe  *  Procope, 
and  had  not  I  had  the  Misfortune  to  be  born  in 
this  curft  Country,  I  make  no  Doubt  but  you 
wou'd  have  feen  my  Name  among  the  foremoft 
of  the  French  Academy. 

Crab,  i  fhould  think  you  might  eafily  get 
over  that  Difficulty,  if  you  will  be  but  fo  obli- 
ging, as  publicly  to  renounce  us.  I  dare  engage 
not  one  of  your  Countrymen  (hall  contradict,  or 
claim  you. 

Buck.    No  ! — Impoffible.     From   the  .  Bar- 
barity of  my  Education,  I  muft  ever  be  taken 
for  un  Anglois. 
Crtib,   Never. 
Buck.  En  Verite  ? 
Crab.   En  Verite. 
Buck.  You  flatter  me. 

*  A  Coffee-houfe,  oppofite  the  French  ComeJy,  where  the 
Wits  aflemble  every  Evening. 

D  Crab. 
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Crab,  But  common  Juftice. 

Mac.  Nay,  Maifter  Crab  is  in  the  Right, 
for  I  have  often  heard  the  French  themfelves 
fay,  Is  it  poffible  that  Gentleman  can  be 
Britifh  ? 

Buck.  Obliging  Creatures !  And  you  all  con- 
cur with  them. 

Crab.  Entirely, 

Luc.  Entirely. 

Ld.y.  Entirely. 

Buck.  How  happy  you  make  me ! 

Crab.  Egregious  Puppy  !  But  we  lofe  Time. 
A  Truce  to  this  Trumpery.  You  have  read 
your  Father's  Will  ! 

Buck.  No  ;  I  read  no  Englfo.  When  Mac 
has  turn'd  it  into  French,  1  may  run  over  the 
Items. 

Crab.  I  have  told  you  the  Part  that  con- 
cerns the  Girl.  And  as  your  Declaration  up- 
on it  will  difcharge  me,  I  leave  you  to  what 
you  will  call  an  Eclairciffetuent.  Come,  my 
Lord. 

Buck.  Nay,  but  Monfieur  Crab,  my  Lor,  Mac. 

Crab.  Along  with  us.  Ex. 

Buck.  A  comfortable  Scrape  I  am  in  !  What 
the  Deuce  am  I  to  do,  in  the  Language  of  the 
Place  ?  I  am  to  make  Love,  I  fuppofe.  A  pretty 
Employment ! 

Luc.  I  fancy  my  Hero  is  a  little  puzzled  with 
his  Part.  But,  now  for  it. 

Buck.  A  queer  Creature,  that  Crab,  ma  Petite. 
But,  apropos.  How  d'ye  like  my  Lord  ? 

Luc.  Ke  feems  to  have  good  Senfe  and  good 
Breeding.  Buck. 
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Suck.  Pas  trop.  But  don't  you  think  he 
has  lomething  of  a  foreign  Kind  of  Air  about 
him  ? 

Luc,  Foreign  ? 

O 

Buck.  Aye,  fomething  fo  Rngllfo  in  his 
Manner. 

Luc.  Foreign,  and  Englifh  !  I  don't  com- 
prehend you. 

Buck.'  Why  that  is,  he  has  not  the  Eafe,  the 
Je  na  fcai  quoi,  the  bon  Ton — In  a  Word,  he 
does  not  refemble  me  now. 

Luc.  Not  in  the  leaft. 

Buck.  Ah,  I  thought  fo.  He  is  to  be  pity'd, 
poor  Devil,  he  can't  help  it.  But,  entre  nous> 
ma  Cbere,  the  Fellow  has  a  Fortune. 

Luc.  How  does  that  concern  me,  Sir 
Charles  ? 

Buck.  Why,  je  penfe,  ma  Reine,  that  your 
Eyes  have  done  Execution  there. 

Luc.  My  Eyes  Execution ! 

Buck.  Aye,  Child,  is  there  any  thing  fo 
extraordinary  in  that  ?  Majoi,  I  thought  by  the 
Vivacity  of  his  Praife,  that  he  had  already 
fummon'd  the  Garifon  to  furrender. 

Luc.  To  carry  on  the  Alluiion,  I  believe  my 
Lord  is  too  good  a  Commander,  to  commence 
a  fruitlefs  Siege.  He  cou'd  not  but  know  the 
Condition  of  the  Town 

Buck.  Condition  !  Explain,  ma  Chere. 
*     Luc.  I  was  in  Hopes  your  Interview  with  Mr. 
Crab  had  made  that  unneceflary. 

Buck.  Oh,  aye,  I  do  recollect  fomething  of  a 
ridiculous  Article  about  Marriage,  in  a  Will. 

D  2  But 
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But  what  a  Plot  againft  the  Peace  of  two  poor 
People !  Well,  the  Malice  of  fome  Men  is 
amazing !  Not  contented  with  doing  all  the 
Mifchief  they  can  in  their  Life,  they  are  for 
intailing  their  Malevolence,  like  their  Eftates, 
to  lateft  Poflerity. 

Luc.  Ycur  Contempt  of  me,  Sir  Cbarle^  I 
rece:ve  as  a  Compliment.  But  the  infinite 
Obligations  I  owe  to  the  Man,  who  had  the 
Misfortune  to  call  you  Son,  compel  me  to  infift, 
that  in  my  Prefence,  at  leaft,  no  Indignity  be 
offered  to  his  Memory. 

Buck.  Hey-dey  !  What,  in  heroics,  ma  Reine! 

Luc.  Ungrateful,  unfilial  Wretch  !  fo  foon 
to  trample  on  his  Afhes,  whofe  fond  Heart,  the 
greateft  Load  of  his  laft  Hour  were  his  Fears 
for  thy  future  Welfare. 

Buck.  Ma  foit  eile  eft  Folk,  fhe  is  mad,  fans 
doute. 

Luc.  But  I  am  to  blame.  Can  he  who 
breaks  through  one  facred  Relation,  regard 
another  ?  Can  the  Monfter  who  is  corrupt 
enough  to  contemn  the  Place  of  his  Birth,  re- 
verence thofe  who  gave  him  Being? Im- 

poffible. 

Buck.  Ah,  a  pretty  Monologue,  a  fine  Sc- 
liloquoy  this,  Child. 

Luc.  Contemptible.     But  I  am  cool, 

Buck.  I  am  mighty  glad  of  it.  Now  we 
(hall  underftand  one  another,  I  hope. 

Luc.  We  do  underftand  one  another. 
You  have  already  been  kind  enough  to  rcfufe 
me.  Nothing  is  wanting  but  a  formal  Re- 

jec"lion 
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jection  under  your  Hand,  and  fo  concludes  our 
Acquaintance. 

Buck.  Foits  allez  trop  inte,  you  are  too  quick 
ma  chere.  If  I  recoiled:,  the  Confequcnce  of 
this  Rejection  is  my  paying  you  twenty  thoufand 
Pounds. 

Luc.  True. 

Buck.  Now  that  have  not  I  the  leaft  Inclina-^ 
lion  to  do. 

Luc.  No,  Sir  ?  Why  you  own  that  Mar- 
riage  

Buck.  Is  my  averfion.  I'll  give  you  that  un- 
der my  Hand,  if  you  pleafe  j  but  I  have  a  pro- 
digious Love  for  the  Louis. 

Luc.  Oh,  we'll  foon  iettle  that  Difpute ;  the 
Law 

Buck.  But,  hold,  ma  Rdne.  I  don't  find  that 
my  provident  Father  has  precifely  determined 
the  Time  of  this  comfortable  Conjunction.  So, 
tho'  I  am  condemned,  the  Day  of  Execution  is 
not  fixed. 

Luc.  Sir  ! 

Buck.  1  fay,  my  Soul,  there  goes  no  more  to 
your  dying  a  Maid,  than  my  living  a  Batchelor. 

Luc.  O,  Sir,    I  (hall  find  a  Remedy. 

Buck.  But  now  fuppnfe,  ma  Belle,  I  have 
found  one  to  your  Hand  ? 

Luc.  As  how  ?  Name  one. 

Buck.  I'll  name  two.  And  firft,  mon  En- 
fant ;  tho'  I  have  an  irrefiftable  Antipathy  to 
the  conjugal  Knot,  yet  J  am  by  no  means 
blind  to  your  perfonal  Charms  >  in  the  Pol- 
i^ffion  of  which,  if  you  pleafe  to  place  me, 

not 
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not  only  the  aforefaid  twenty  thoufand  Pounds, 
but  the  whole  Terre  of  your  devoted  (hall  fall 
at  your 

Luc.  Grant  me  Patience. 

Buck.  Indeed  you  want  it,  my  Dear.  But 
if  you  flounce,  I  fly. 

Luc.  Quick,  Sir,  your  other.     For  this  is — 

Buck.  I  grant,  not  quite  fo  fashionable  as  my 
other.  ,It  is  then,  in  a  Word,  that  you  would 
let  this  lubberly  Lord  make  you  a  Lady,  and 
appoint  me  his  Affiftant,  his  private  Friend,  his 
Cijijbei.  And  as  we  are  to  be  joint  Partakers  of 
your  Perfon,  let  us  be  equal  Sharers  in  your 
Fortune,  ma  Belle. 

Luc.  Thou  mean,  abject,  mercenary  Thing. 
Thy  Miftrefs !  Gracious  Heaven  !  Univerfal 
Empire  mould  not  bribe  me  to  be  thy  Bride. 
And  what  Apology,  what  Excufe  cou'd  a  Wo- 
man of  the  leaft  Senfe  or  Spirit  make,  for  fo  un- 
natural a  Connection  ! 

Buck.  Fort-bien  ! 

Luc.  Where  are  thy  Attractions  ?  Can:ft  thou 
be  weak  enough  to  fuppofe  thy  frippery  Drefs, 
thy  Affectation,  thy  Grimace,  cou'd  influence 
beyond  the  Borders  of  a  Brothel  ? 

Buck.  Tres  hi  en  ! 

Luc.  And  what  are  thy  Improvements  ?  Thy 
Air  is  a  Copy  from  thy  Barber  :  For  thy  Drefs, 
thou  art  indebted  to  thy  Taylor.  Thou  haft  loft 
thy  native  Language,  and  brought  home  none 
in  Exchange  for  it. 

Buck.  Extrememtnt  bien  ! 

Luc 
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Luc.  Had  not  thy  Vanity  fo  foon  expofed 
thy  Villainy,  I  might,  in  reverence  to  that 
Name,  to  which  thou  art  a  Difgrace,  have  ta- 
ken a  wretched  Chance  with  thee  for  Life. 

Buck.  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  that.  And  a 
pretty  pacific  Partner  I  (hou'd  have  had.  Why, 
look'ee  Child,  you  have  been,  to  be  fure,  very 
eloquent,  and  upon  the  whole,  not  unenter- 
taining  :  Tho'  by  the  bye,  you  have  forgot,  in 
your  Catalogue,  one  of  my  foreign  Acquifi- 
tions  j  cejl-a  -dire,  that  I  can,  with  a  moft  in- 
trepid Sangfroid,  without  a  fingle  Emotion, 
fupport  all  this  Storm  of  female  Fury.  But, 
adieu,  ma  Belle.  And  when  a  cool  Hour  of 
Reflection  has  made  you  fenfible  of  the  Propriety 
of  my  Propofals,  I  (hall  expect  the  Honour  of 
a  Card. 

Luc.  Be  gone  for  ever. 

Buck.  Pour  jamah  !  Foregad,  me  would 
make  an  admirable  Actrice.  If  I  once  get  her 
to  Paris,  (he  (hall  play  a  Part  in  my  Piece. 

•Exit. 

Luc.  I  am  amam'd,  this  Thing  has  had  the 
Power  to  move  me  thus.  Who  waits  there  ? 

De    e  Mr.  Crab 

1  nter  Lord  John  and  Crab. 

Ld.  J.  We  have  been  unwillingly,  Madam, 
filent  Witnefles  to  this  {hameful  Scene.  I  blufh 
that  a  Creature,  who  wears  the  outward  Mark 
of  Humanity,  fhou'd  be  in  his  Morals  io  much 
below 

Crab.  Pr'thee  why  didft  thou  not  call  thy 
Maids,  and  tofs  the  Booby  in  a  Blanket  ? 

D4  Ld.J. 
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Ld'  J.  If  I  might  be  permitted,  Madam,  to 
conclude  what  I  intended  faying,  when  inter- 
rupted by  Mr.  Crab  - 

Luc.  My  Lord,  don't  think  me  guilty  of  Af- 
feftation.  I  believe,  I  guefs  at  your  generous 
Defign  j  but  my  Temper  is  really  fo  ruffled,  be- 
iides  I  am  meditating  a  Piece  of  female  Revenge 
on  th'iG  Coxcomb. 

Ld.  J,  Dear  Madam,  can  I  affift  ? 

Luc.  Only  by  defiring  my  Maid  to  bring  hi- 
ther the  Tea.  —  My  Lord,  I  am  confounded  at 
the  Liberty,  but  - 

Ld.  J.  No  Apology.  You  honour  me,  Ma- 
dam. Exit. 

Crab.  And  pry'thee,  Wench,  what  is  thy 
Scheme  ? 

Luc,.  Oh,  a  very  harmlefs  one,  I  promife 
you, 

Crab.  Zounds,  I  am  forry  for  it.  I  long  to 
fee  the  Puppy  feverely  punim'd,  methinks. 

Luc.  Sir  Charles  t  I  fancy,  can't  be  yet  got 
out  of  the  houle.  Will  you  defire  him  to  {Up 
hither  ? 

Crab.  I'll  bring  him. 

Luc.  No,  I  wifb  to  have  him  alone, 

Crab.  Why  then  I'll  fend  him.  Exit. 

Enter  Lettice. 

Luc.  Place  thefe  Things  on  the  Table,  a 
Chair  on  each  Side  :  Very  well.  Do  you  keep 
within  Call.  But  hark,  he  is  here.  Leave  me, 


Exit  Lettice, 

Enter 
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Enter  Buck. 

Buck.  So,  fo,  I  thought  (he  wou'd  come 
to  ;  but,  I  confefs,  not  altogether  fo  foon.  Eh 
bien>  ma  Belle,  fee  me  ready  to  receive  your 
Commands. 

Luc.  fray  be  feated,  Sir  Charles.  I  am  afraid 
the  natural  Warmth  of  my  Temper  might  have 
hurry 'd  me  into  fome  Exprefiions  not  altogether 
fo  fuitable. 

Buck.  Ah  Bagatelle.   Name  it  not. 

Luc.  Voulez-vous  du  The,  Monjieur  f 

Buck.  Folontiers.  This  Tea  is  a  pretty  in- 
nocent Kind  of  Beverage  ;  I  wonder  the  French 
don't  take  it.  I  have  lome  Thoughts  of  giving 
it  a  Fafhion  next  Winter. 

Luc.  That  will  be  very  obliging.  It  is  of  ex- 
treme Service  to  the  Ladies  this  Side  the  Water, 
you  know. 

Buck.  True,  it  promotes  Parties,  and  ihfufes 
a  Kind  of  Spirit  into  Converfation,  and  that — 

Luc.  En  vou/ez-vous  encore  ? 

Buck.  Je  vous  rends  mille  Graces. — But  what 
has  occafioned  me,  ma  Reine,  the  Honour  of 
your  Meffage  by  Mr.  Crab'? 

Luc.  The  Favours  I  have  received  from  your 
Family,  Sir  Charles,  I  thought,  demanded  from 
me,  at  my  quitting  your  Houfe,  a  more  decent, 
and  ceremonious  Adieu,  than  our  laft  Interview 
wou'd  admit  of. 

Buck.  Is  that  all,  ma  Cbere?  I  thought 
your  flinty  Heart  had,  at  laft,  relented.  Well, 
ma  Reine,  Adieu. 

Luc.  Can  you  then  leave  me  ? 

£ufk.  The  Fates  will  have  it  fo,  Luc, 
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Luc.  Go  then,  perfidious  Traitor,  be  gone  ; 
I  have  this  Confection  however,  that  if  I  cannot 
legaii)  poffeis  you,  no  other  Woman  (hall. 

Buck.  Hey,  how,  what  ? 

Luc.  And  tho'  the  Pleafure  of  living  with 
you  is  deny'd  me,  in  our  Deaths,  at  leaft,  we 
iliall  foon  be  united. 

Buck.  Soon  he  united  in  Death  ?.  When, 
Child  ? 

Lvc.  Within  this  Hour. 

Buck.  Which  Way  ? 

Luc.  The  fatal  Draught's  already  at  my 
Heart.  I  feel  it  here  ;  it  run?  thro'  every  Pore. 
Pangs,  Pangs,  unutterable  !  The  Tea  we  drank 
urg'd  by  Defpair  and  Love — Oh! 

"Buck.  Well! 

Luc.  I  poifon'd. 

Buck.  The  Devil ! 

Luc.  And  as  my  generous  Heart  wou'd  have 
fliar'd  ali  with  you,  I  gave  you  half. 

Buck.  Oh,  curfc  your  Generosity  ! 

Luc.  Indulge  me  in  the  cold  Comfort  of  a 
laft  Embrace. 

Buck.  Embrace !    O  confound  you !   But  it 

niay'nt  be  roo  late.     Macruthen^  Jonquil,  Phy- 

ficians,  Apothecaries,   Oil  and  Antidotes.     Oh  ! 

Jf  meurs,  Je  meurs.  Ah,  la  DiablefTe  !      Exit. 

Enter  Lord  John  and  Crab. 

Cr  b.  A  brave  Wench.  I  cou'd  kifs  thee  for 
this  Contrivance. 

Ld.  J.  He  really  deferves  it  all. 

Crab.  Deferves  it !  Hang  him,  But  the 
ienfible  Refentmcnt  of  this  Girl  has  almoft 

reconciled 
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reconciled  me  to  the  World  again.  But  ftay, 
let  us  fee — Ca'nt  we  make  a  farther  ufe  of  the 
Puppy's  Punimment  ?  I  fuppofe,  we  may  very 
fafely  depend  on  your  Contempt  of  him  ? 

Luc.  Moft  iecurely. 

Crab.  And  this  young  Thing  here,  has  been 
breathing  Paffions  and  Protections.  But  I'll 
take  care,  my  Girl  fha'nt  go  a  Beggar  to  any 
Man's  Bed.  We  muft  have  this  twenty  thou- 
fand  Pound,  Lucy. 

Ld.  J.  I  regard  it  not.  Let  me  be  happy, 
and  let  him  be 

Crab.  Pma,  don't  fcorch  me  with  thy  Flames. 
Referve  your  Raptures;  or,  if  they  muft  have 
Vent,  retire  into  that  Room,  whilft  J  go  plague 
the  Puppy. 

Enter  Buck,  Macruthen,  Jonquil,  Bearnois, 
La  Loire,  Phyfician,  Surgeon.     B- 
a  Cap  and  Night  Gown. 

Surg.  This  copious  Phlebotomy  will  abate 
the  Inflammation,  and  if  the  fix  Blifters  on  your 
Head  and  Back  rife,  why  there  may  be  Hopes. 

Buck.  Cold  Comfort.  I  burn,  I  burn,  I 
burn — Ah,  there's  a  Shoot.  And  now,  again, 
I  freeze. 

Mac.  Aye,  they  are  aw  Symptoms  of  a  flrong 
Poifon. 

Buck,  Oh,  I  am  on  the  Rack. 

Mac .  Oh,  if  it  be  got  to  the  Vitals,  a  Fig  for 
aw  Antidotes. 

Enter  Crab. 

Crab.  Where  is  this  miferable  Devil  ?  What's 
he  alive  ftill  ? 

Mac.  In  gude  Troth,  and  that's  aw.         Buck* 
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Buck.  Oh  ! 

Crab,  So,  you  have  made  a  pretty  piece  of 
Work  on't,  young  Man  ! 

Buck.  O  what  cou'd  provoke  me  to  return 
from  Paris  ? 

Crab.  Had  you  never  been  there,  this  cou'd 
not  have  happened. 

Enter  Racket  and  Tallyhoe. 

Rack.  Where  is  he  ? — He's  a  dead  Man,  his 
Eyes  are  fix'd  already. 

Buck.  Oh! 

Tally.  Whopoifon'd  him,  Racket? 

Rack.  Gad  1  don't  know.  His  French  Cook, 
I  reckon. 

Crab.  Were  there  a  Poflibility  of  thy  Refor- 
mation, I  have  yet  a  Secret  to  reftore  thee. 

Buck.  Oh  give  it,  give  it. 

Crab.  Not  fo  faft.  It  muft:  be  on  good  Con- 
ditions. 

Buck.  Name  'em.  Take  my  Eftate,  my — 
fave  but  my  Life,  take  all. 

Crab.  Firft  then  renounce  thy  Right  to  that 
Lady,  whofe  juft  Refentment  has  drawn  this 
Pumfhment  upon  thee  -t  and,  in  which  fheis  an 
unhappy  Partaker. 

Buck.  I  renounce  her  from  my  Soul. 

Crab.  To  this  Declaration  you  are  WitnefTes, 
Next,  your  tawdry  Trappings,  your  foreign 
Foppery,  your  Wa(hes,  Paints,  Pomades,  muft 
blaze  before  your  Door. 

Buck.  What,  all? 

Crab.  All ;  not  a  Rag  (hall  be  referv'd.  The 
Execution  of  this  Part  of  your  Sentence  {hall  be 
aflign'd  to  your  old  Friends  here.  Buck* 
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Buck.  Well,  take  'em. 

T^ally.  Huzza,  come  Racket,  let's  rummage. 

Crab.  And,  laftly,  I'll  have  thefe  exotic 
Attendants,  thefe  Inftruments  of  your  Luxury, 
thefe  Pandars  to  your  Pride,  pack'd  in  the  firft 
Cart,  and  fent  port  to  the  Place  from  whence 
they  came. 

Buck.  Spare  me  but  La  Jonqitil. 

Crab.  Not  an  Inftant.  J  he  Importation  of 
thefe  Puppies  makes  a  Part  of  the  Politics  of 
your  old  Friends,  the  French  ;  unable  to  refill; 
you,  whilft  you  retain  your  ancient  floughnefs, 
they  have  Reconrfe  to  thefe  Minions,  who 
would  firft,  by  unmanly  Mean?,  Tap  ami  foften 
all  your  native  Spirit,  and  then  deliver  you  an 
eafy  Prey  to  their  Employers. 

Buck.  Since  then  it  muft  be  fo,  adieu  La 
"Jonquil.  Exeunt. 

Crab.  And  now  to  the  Remedy.  Come 
forth,  Lucinda. 

Enter  Lucinda  and  Lord  John. 

Buck.  Hey,  why  did  not  fhe  fw allow  tjie 
Poifon  ? 

Crab.  Noj  nor  you  neither,  you  Block- 
head. 

Buck.  Why,  did  not  I  leave  you  in  Pangs  ? 

Luc.  Aye,  put  on.  The  Tea  v/as  innocent, 
upon  my  Honour,  Sir  Charles.  But  you  allow 
me  to  be  an  excellent  Adlreis. 

Enter  Racket  and  Tallyhoe. 

Buck.  Oh,  curfe  your  Talents ! 

Crab.  This  Fellow's  public  Renunciation, 
has  put  your  Perfon  and  Fortune  in  your  own 

Power 
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Power  :  And  if  you  were  fincere  in  your  De- 
claration of  fceing  directed  by  me,  beftow  it 
there. 

Luc.  As  a  Proof  of  my  Sincerity,  my  Lord, 
receive  it. 

Ld.  y.  With  more  Tranfport,  than  Sir 
Charles  the  News  of  his  Safety. 

Luc.  to  Buck.  You  are  not,  at  prefent,  in  a 
Condition  to  take  pofleffion  of  your  Poft. 

Buck.  What? 

Luc.  Oh,  you  recollecl ;  my  Lord's  private 
Friend  ;  his  Affiftant  you  know. 

Buck.  Oh, -ho! 

Mac.  But,  Sir  Charles,  as  I  find  the  Affair  of 
the  Poifon  was  but  a  Joke,  had  na'ye  better  with- 
draw, and  tack  off  your  Blifters  ? 

Crab.  No,  let  'em  (tick.  He  wants  'em.  And 
now  concludes  my  Care.  But  before  we  clofe 
the  Scene,  receive,  young  Man,  this  laft  Advice 
from  the  old  Friend  of  your  Father  :  As  it  is 
your  Happinefs  to  be  born  a  Briton,  let  it  be 
your  Boalt  j  know  that  the  Bleffings  of  Liberty 
are  your  Birth-right,  which  while  you  prefer ve, 
other  Nations  may  envy  or  fear,  but  can  never 
conquer  or  contemn  you.  Believe,  that  French 
Famions  are  as  ill  fuited  to  the  Genius,  as  their 
Politics  are  pernicious  to  the  Peace  of  your  native 
Land. 

A  Convert  to  tbefe  facred  Truths,  you'll  find, 
3*kat  Poifon  for  your  Punifliment  Defignd 
Will  prove  a  wholefome  Medicine  to  your  Mind. 

FINIS. 
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